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LEIXLIP. A POEM*. 

INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HON. WILLIAM CONOLLY. 

jRura miJii & irrigui flaceant in vallibus amnes 
Kumina amem fylvafque inglorius^ ^ViRGiL. 

JL/EIXLIP ! thy devious walks, thy vary'd views, 
"Wake the dumb lyre, and roufe the languid Mufe. 
Not the proud glare of wealth, untaught by fenfc. 
The heavy trophy of a dull expence : 
But Nature well thro* all her tracks purfu'd. 
Wild without wafte, — and beautifully rude; 
Where Art (her handmaid) fteps with equal pace. 
Smooths the rough fcene, and brightens ev'ry grace. 

Some virgin thus, a tender mother's care 
Sends out to join th* aflemblies of the fair; 



* It may be proper to take notice, that the following Poem n^s 
witten during the great Froft in the Year 17 39. —From obfervingthis 
drcumftance, the Reader will eafily judge why fome particular inci- 
dents are more largely infifted on than the fubjedl might fcem naturally 
to require: and why fome improvements which now give a beauty to 
the country are cither quite omitted, or very iUghtlj mcotipnedin^he 
defcription. 

B Witb 
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With watchfttl eye furveys her native form. 
And hei^ens here, — and there conceals a charm ^ 
Fits cv'ry fold; proportions ev'ry drcfs; 
Gay, without pride; and rich, without excefs: 
The fliape, the features, are the damfers own; 
And but improved* by being better known. 

Oh thou ! adorn'd with wealth's far better part. 
The gen'rous flow that warms the feeling heart ! 
Fi-iend of mankind ! accept the rural fongl 
Here hand in hand together walk along : 
Here, OmoUy! the Mufe ajid thou fliall ftray> ' 
And count in verfc the rovings of the day. 

Where its- high top the fpacious building rears^ 
• How pleafing is the form which Nature wears ! 
Full in its fro^^t the wide extended plain 
Spreads toihc eye, and fwells with golden grain: 
Slow-rifing hills, and tufts with verdure crown*d. 
Vary the fcene, and clofe the happy ground ; 
Here fcattered up and down the floping mead 
Stands a wild oak, and glories in its' (hade. 
There, form'd but late to taile the fweets of toil, 
The cleinty village juft b^ins to fmile; 
New fo the joys which honeft pains entail. 
And yonder ftretches the delicious vale : 
*Till loft in wildnefs, and confus'd with Joy* 
Thy wood, St. CatJtrine\ catches ev'ry eye f 
Thy wood ! his charming lyre where Pullein ftrung^*. 
And giaye thee back thy beauties as he fung. 

Wliat 



^ Dr.Pui.LEtH, who was formerly Biihop ofKihmret wrote a Poem. 
Ml St. CafhartHf\ which has been-nuich and jufily applaufled*^ ^ 



ORIGINAL POEMS. ' f 

What tlio' thy gardens look no longer gay ! 
Tho' age hath taught thy ftatues to decay! 
Still from his verfe thy glory fliall be known ; 
Still the fame life inform the mimick ftone; 
Thy flow'rs for ever Ihall i^new their prime. 
And Pulleins mufe repair the wrongs of time. 

Come, let us point our ravifh'd fight below. 
And catch the willing waters as they flow : 
Mark, where the Rye begins to lofe his name*. 
And Ziffey opens to the welcome ftrcam ! 
Where hand in hand the kindred Nmads play. 
Dance near the bank, or round the alders ftray; 
Or down the margin of yon pebbled fteep, 
Hafte to forget their murmurs in the deep; 
*Till dafli*d againft the bridge the rapid roar 
Fills the wild arch, and fwells to either fhorc. 

Here, ere the luft of arbitrary fway 
Poifon'd his mind, and led* his thoughts aftray> 
OTaung John f began to Ihew his princely care ; 
And all his nobles were aflfembled here. 
Happy! if ftill:by pmdent counfels taught, 
His people's welfare had emplo/d his thought ! 
But curs'd ambition, and the wiley art 
Which oils the flatterer's tongue, feduc'd his heart t 
Mad with the thirft of power, he foon profan'd 
Thofe rights which ftiou'd be by himfelf maintained; 
And trampling o*er the rules of juftice, faw 
His fubjecls, vaflals; and his will, the law : 

" ' ■ ■ II 

* A ixnall brook called the Rye Waier^ Mrhich runs here into the 
liffey. 

f There is a report, though perhaps very ill grounded, that the 
Caflle oilMcUp was built by him during his flay in thii kingdom. 

B % . Till 
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'Till rous'd at length, the gen-roiis Barons htdkt. 
Spite of his perjuries, the Tyranf^ yok^; 
Thro' fields o£ blood their childi-en's freedom fought, 
And handed down the prize for which they fought. 

Oft as the fun (hoots forth his- fcorching ray. 
In yon dark path I take my lonely way : 
Where the long lake with filent fteps, and flow. 
Glides by my feet, and fcareely feems to flow; 
Sill,^ undiftui'b'd, its peaceful halcyons fleep. 
And the thick wildernefs embrowns the deep : 
Trees over trees in^wild confufion fpread. 
And the green terrace over-hangs the ftiade. 

Here mufing, o'er the furfkce as I bend. 
And in its bofbm fee new woods depend, 
Loft in the various fcene; at length mine eye 
Marks where the trout devours the pafling fly ; 
Nimble, as thought, he fprtiigs : the ciixles play, 
A^d curling wear the miinick-grove away. 

Rous*d by the fudden motion I proceed. 
And gladly follow where the path fliall lead ; 
*Till the cool grotto, or the wave-worn feat. 
Afford my wearied fteps a kind retreats 

New wonders wait me here. ^On yonder fidfe 

Hangs a fteepeliff, and frowns upon the tide. 
Dreadful «s death ! One folid rock, eiaibroWn*d'! 
No trees, no paftures blefe the-bofrid ground : 
But, here and there^ fome ftuntcd- flitub ^ippeais 
The dwarf of Nature ; the difgrace of years ; 
Like thofe we fee upon f(Mne bkfted'heath. 
Not life to cheer, but juft to ward pff death. 



For 
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For fofter views my wearied eye wou'd fearch. 
And, turning, meets yon. venerable arch, 
The remnant of a bridge ? tliat lor^^ withftood 
Its partner's fate, the fqry of the flood. 
Ragged and rough : around, on either end, 
Twines the thick ivy, and its boughs depend. 
Befide it feems a penfive afli to grow. 
Enough to hold by as you gaze below ; 
While from its womb with unrefifted force 
The rapid torrjent poui^ l^ia headlong courfe. 
Foaming he. fweeps along ; the frighted Ihoxe 
Groans as he paffes>; and;th^ caverns roar. 

Not from tbo^nfm rufii!d more quick aiid'Ioud> 
Not from the capitol xW aflcmblcd crowd. 
When Rome's high walls beheld fomc viSor crown'd ;' 
Hb brows with ivy, or withlaturel hound ; 
Tho' her fev'n hills w^i^c empty'd for the fhow. 
And the plain trembled: wdth. the weight below. 

And yet e'en here, &ch firength.hds lore fiipply*d, 
The dauntleis falmoA fcorns the raging tide* 
Impatient c^ refliaint> he twines around. 
Joins his two ends, and from>the vaft profound 
Darts o'er the fieep->-as when fome chief in. fight 
Strains the tough eugh, 'till both' its horns unite, 
Then loos'ning with impetuous recoil; 
Speeds the fwift arrow, and demands the fpoil : 
So fprings he : fo his golden (ides upheaves. 
And a newrmnbow gilds the broken, waves. 

Oft in fome vacant hour ferenely gay, 
lair Jbma here beguiles the ev'ning ray. 

B 3 • Wi-app'd 
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Wrapp'd in fwcet foUtude (the nurfe of thought,) 
Counts o'er the rules by letter'd fages taught; 
Or thro' th' engaging paths of wit purfues 
Some fav'rite author, fome well-^manner'd mufc; 
Or ever by the filver fpout fupply'd 
Pours the .warm coffee's aromatick tide i 
The fmoking fragrance fills the vaulted room. 
And glads Old Liffey with the rich perfupQe. 

> 

Now the fleep fteps I labor up with pain. 
And prefs the terrace where it joins the plain : 
Here fpacious walks and fields- for ever greens' 
And there a pathlefs wildernefs is feen. 
Rich in the .bloom of fweets : the grateful lay. 
Tunes ev'ry bufh, and bleffcs every fpray. 

Beneath, • myic eye fui-veys^from yonder wood 
The Idffcy rolling his^majeftick flood. 
Smooth for a while he la.ves the ncighb'ring groiunds, . 
Nor feems to murmur at his narrow bounds t 
But, as fome' paflion, which ufurps the mind^ 
Wears a deceitful calm while clofc confin'd; . 
Then burfts at once, and gives a loqfe ta rage, . ■ 
No force can ftop it, and no art affuage v : i.- . ,..\ 

So he, with double fury pouring o'er, , .. 

Breaks thro* the g^tes, and fwells along the fhore ; . 
Where'er the rocks their a-aggy fummits fliew, . ; . ^' 
There his foam thickens, there his furges grow ; . . 
*Till rolling on, rcjoidng in his pride, . ': 

Where the arch widens and the flielvings guide 
At once th' impetuous toiTent falls ; the fteep 
Bends with the weight; new boils the troubled deepjf 
The billows roar ; 'till whitening o'er the tide 
Th^ foam runs fmoother, aijd the waves fubfide; 

Til? 
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The foft'ning furface glads the neighboring fwain; 
Joy to the eye, and plenty to the plain- 

The fatriot fiatefman thus, whofe honcft hand 
With ftrength and plenty ftrives to crown the land. 
Sees in his way the rocks which envy throws s 
And rides triumphant o'er his open foes : 
'Till fome falfe friend, fome villain fmooth'd by art. 
Steals to his breaft, and gets within his heart: 
Betray'd he falls; his foul with fury burns; 
Shame, indignation, forrow reign by turns. 
But calm'd at length he feeks his peaceful feat> 
Taftcs the cool tranfports of a fweet retreat ; 
Feeds on the comforts of a virtuous breaft, 
.And^ blel&ng tboufands, is by thoufands bleft. 

Yet this vaft weight ^fwayes> this furious force. 
The hapd of froft can fliorten in itscom^e; 
As when, by we^th's and nature's gifts fupply'<l. 
Some thoughtkis yoi^th e:)Ciilts with aiiy pride; 
If (unfufpicious.of tb' approaching idart,) 
A fuddcn.damp firikes deep int^ his heart ; 
Stopp'd in his gay career ; amaz'd > aghall ; 
HLs fpirits faulter, and he breathes his laft : 
Stifif ftretch the nerves ; his cheeks forget to glow; 
jHis wit to fparkle, and his blood to flow. 
So when the piercing rage of £tti*aj roars, 
And Winter opens his inclement ftores ; 
Seiz'd Jby the chilling Waft, the torrent's fpeed 
Breaks Ihort ; and in vain ftxuggles to proceed ; 
Hufh'd is the wat'ry din ; the waves above 
Freeze, as they flow i and ftiffen, as they move: 
Pendent in air the new-Jborn cryftals fpread, 
A^ rocks pf ice enclofe the dumb cafcade. 
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To yon fteep alley let us now repair. 
Where the wild wafte of fweets perfumes the air; 
Where the young wildernefs and lufty wood 
Fill the deep fliade, and quite fliut out the flood ; 
*Till here and there, with unexpe6ted light. 
Some vifta opens, and renews the fight. * 

So the coy nymph, to make her lover fore. 
At different leafons fpreiads a diff'rent lure: 
At awful diftance now ffie feigns to ftand ; 
And now permits him to approach' her hand; 
Still wifely giving from her lovely ftore. 
But juil as much as makes him long for more. 

Come ! let us wander to yon rifing ground. 
And take the profpe6l of the country round ! 
Where hills and dales, blown groves, and meadows grcen^ 
Woods, waters, houfes, paint the chequered fcene. 
Mark where yon elm renews his annual prime, 
Newhridgey thy glbry-r-and the boaA of time*; 
From age to age, he looks majeftiek down. 
Spreads his broad arms, and covei-s half tJitt town.^ 
Hard by the vi6tim o^f mi%uided bands 
Delicious in decay, St. Wooljhns ftands ; 
Next as th* extenfiye champaign I furvey. 
Thy glories, Caflletown! demand my lay: 
Where the gay pile, w^th lordly grandew' ^Kft, 
Calls ev'ry friend, ihd welcomes eVry gueft : 
Spreads the full board, and chea;rs the focial fieai^ 
WithletterUeafe, arid hofpitablc miith. 

Fain to yon fpire my gf eedy fight wou'cf roam> 
Where honcft laboi* meets his Jtindiji ko^e} 

The 
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The nurfery of youth — ^here throng the poor; 
And Charity unfolds the willing door. 
Behind, her lifters^ rang'd on either hattdi 
Fair Indujiryy and true RsKgian Hand : 
Thefe to each child thieir fev'ral bleifings Ihare^ 
Enlarge his knowledge* and improve his care- 
Young Hope within, her heav'nly afpeft (hews^ 
And paints the blifrf which virtuoiis toil beftows. 
While in the front the bloom of trade appears, 
Matur'd by wifdom, and grown ibrong.by years : 
Wealth on his lap pours forth- tike golden' ride. 
And Feace and Health &^nA joyful: by his fide. 

Bleft ufe of riches! where one virtuoce; mind 
S^rrts as a common .txcafare fa mankind E 
Bids thoufands fmile ; fufpends the widow's' cry ;• 
And lights up rapture in* the orphan's eye: 
Gives nerves to ht)neft vrant; bids worth to thrive; 
And keeps the hopes of diligence alive; 
Where bounty's guided' by well judging aBf, 
And guilt's worft fuel fails — a flothful heart* 

And happy thou! whom no faife views divide 
No glare of foit»ne tempts to vicioas pride; 
But, happy in itfelf, thy well turn'd mind 
Still plans out fchemes of blifs for human kind : 
Taftes the calmi joys that from thy Eden tiawi. 
And looks wth pity o» the world' of {Ihow : 
Prompt to aflift, M^her^ fufF^i'ing virtues caUy 
And make this earth a Faradifeio^^ 



UPON 
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JN A Y ! ftart not at that flcdcton ! 
'Tis your own picture which yoii fliun! 
Alive it once rcfemUcd thee. 
And thou, when dead, like that fhak be. 
Conyerfe with it, and you fhall fay 
You cannot better fpend the day : 
You little think how you'll admire 
The language of thofe bones and wire i^ 

The tongue is gone ; but yet each joitit;' 
Reads le6lures fpeaking to the point! 
"Vyhen all your moralifts arc read. 
You'll find no tutor's like the dead. 

If In truth's paths thofe feet have trod» 
What matters whether bare or fhod ; 
If us'd to travel to the door. 
That bars the afflided fick and poor. 
Tho' to the dance they were eftrang'd. 
And ne'er their own rude motion changed; 
Thofe feet now wing'd may upwards fly. 
And tread the palace of the fky : 
Thofe hands, if ne'er with murder ftain'd, 
Nor iiU'd with wealth unjuftly gain'd ; 
J^e'er took a jhribc to ferve a caufc 
'Gainft cojujfcience, liberty, or laws; 
Nor greedily at honours grafp'd. 
But to the poor man's cry unclafp'd ; 
It matters not, if in the mine 
They dely'd^ or did with rubies (hine» 




He^r 
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Here grew the lips, and in that place 
Where now appears a vacant fpace 
Was fix'd the tongue ; an organ ftill .. . 
Employ'd, extremely well or ill. 
I know not if it cou*d retort. 
Or fpeak tljie language of the court; 
But this I fafcly can aver. 
That if it was no flatterer ; 
If it traduc'd no man's repute. 
But where it cou'd not praife, was mute ; 
And if a parfon's, did it preach 
Nothing but what the Scriptures teach : 
If no falfe promifes it made; 
Fit fung anthen[is; if it pray'd; 
Twas a bleft tongue, that will prevail 
"\yhere wit and eloquence fliall fail. 

If wife, as Socrates, the fkull 
Had ever be?n, — 'tis pow as dull 
As Midas's :-— or if its wit 
To that of Midas mull fubmit ; . * 

'Tis now as full of plot and (kill^ 
As is the head of Machiavel. 
Proud laurels once might fhade that brow, 
"Where not io much as hairs grow now. 

Prime inftances of Nature's fkill. 
The eyes did once thofe hollows fill : 
Were they quick-fighted, fparkling, clear. 
As thofe of Hawks and Eagles are ? 
Pr fay, did thejr \vith moifture fwim ? 
Were they diftorted, blear'd, and dim ? 
Yet if they were from envy free. 
And would not gaze on vanity^ 



I 
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If none with fcornthey did behold. 

With no unlawful glances roll'd : 

Thofe eyes, now bright and piercing grown^ 

Shall view the great Creator's throne ; 

They Ihall behold th' Invifible,. 

And on eternal glories dwellf 

See, not the leaft remains appear 
To fliew where Nature plac'd the ear- 
Who knows if it were mufical ; 
Or cou d not judge of founds at all ? 
But if it were to counfel bent. 
To caution and reproof attent ; 
When the fhrill trump fliall rouze thcrdcad. 
And others hear theix fentence read : 
That car fhall with thefc founds be hleft, 
** Well done, and enter into reft," 



THOUGHTS ON YOUTH A I^J> AOE. 

VV HAT is't in youth that foolifli mai^ admjrcs. 
And makes the objeft of his vain d^res ? 
Is't that a fet of beauteous charms appears 
To deck, with freflier charm5?, the fpring of years ?* 
Soon muft thofe charms an ufelefs beauty boaft. 
And they to us— or we tp them be loft. 
Then fhall the fnowy foftnefs of the hand. 
Which wont of late our wonder to demand ; 
No more its delicate contexture fliow. 
But in its cold alone-^refemble fhow. 
The gay compleftion, and the portly mien^ 
Shall be no longer to advantage feen : 
Nor the dumb language of the rofy cheek. 
And glancing eye fignificahtly fpeak; 

AU 
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All muft decay, but while they laft may prove 
The fad inducements to flagitious love. 

Or is't, that when the goal of life begins, 

l^ature, unharrafs'd, into being fprings ; 

-And like well mettled couriers in the chafe. 

She ftarts with vigor to the deftin'd race ? 

-Alas ! the boafted vigor foon declines. 

Or minifters too oft to bafedefigns; 

When the Jiot blood runs mantling in the veins, 
*Tis then the imperious will ufurps the reins., 
And oh! the dire difafters which enfue. 
Who that has known can unrelenting view ! 
'Tis then the intelleilual pow'rs are blind ; 
'Tis then fierce paffions triumph o'er the mind ; 
'Tis then the unruly lulls difdain controul. 
And proudly lord it o'er the abandon'd foul. 
All aim alike, refiftlefs to command, 
Yet each wou'd in the breaft unrivall'd fland. 



While thus with lawlefs force the paffions jar. 
Sad pangs of mind attend the fatal war : 
Now wanton love, now furious anger reigns. 
And hopes, and fears, create alternate pains. 
Virtue, in vain eflays the fteps to guide; 
Alas! what's virtue when foul lufts prefide I 
When midft contending waves the foul is toft. 
And all the man is in the favage loft ! 
Oh, heav'n, preferve me from this dreadful fate 
Xet me fhun error ere it be too late ! 
And fee that youth is to rebellion prone. 
Nor knows a will fuperior to its own ; 
That moft are cheated with a fpecious fhow. 
And thro* the bopes of blifs, that blifs forego. 
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Driv'n by the guft of paffion, on' they run ; 
And ere they fee their ruin, are undone ! 

For when at fength raaturer age appears. 
And growth of wifdoin crowns the encreafe of years; 
The whirl of paffions we no more obey,- 
Their fury yields to reafon*s gentle fway : 
Virtue again refumes the imperial feat, 
And the foul fhines triumphantly fedate. 

So when, their fetters broke, the winds engage. 
And tempefts warring, againft tempefts rage : 
All nature lours ; the foreft*s overcaft ; 
Nor can Pomona's care withftand the blaft. 
The tender bud, that juft began to fpread 
ghrinks inward, and withdraws its drooping head t 
But when at leilgth the kinder fun difplays 
The friendly influence of his genial rays. 
Nature again looks gay ; the lender flioot 
Bloflbms again, and ripens into fruit. 

Time, drive thy chariot on \rith rapid rage; 
Bound o'er the goal, and whirl me into age : 
Thrice happy years, of balmy peace poffeft^ 
In wifdom reverend, and with virtue bleii 1 
What, tho' the nerves unftining forget to throw 
The pointed lance, and bend the twanging bow ! 
Tho' the rough furrows (Age's marks) difplace 
The pleafing fmoothnefs of a polifh'd face; 
Thofe charms are but tranfplanted to the mind. 
And there improv'd, fuperior luftre find : 
There wifdom blooms, and fure we're overpaid. 
If the foul ripens as our bodies fade. 
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PART OF THE FIRST GlORCICK, FROM LINE 315* 

V/FT in the feafon, when his eager eye 
3)wells on the profpeS which his fields fupply; 
"When faithful to his toil the vigorous ear 
Meets his rough hand, and afks the reaper's care; 
When his full heart has counted o*er his pains. 
And hope has more than half enfur'd his gains i 
Sudden from ev'ry quarter of the flcies 
New darknefs thickens,, and new whirlwinds rife t 
Deep from their beds the toitur'd ears are torn,. 
And by the warring gufts- impetuous borne; 
Whirl round the tempeft's wing, that wheels in air 
The roots which fed them, and the ftems which bear» 

Oft from above the crouding waters pour 
On the black hurricane a ponderous fiiow'r ; 
The load of many a cloud the winds on high 
Confound all aether, and torment the fky. 
Wild uproar fivallows up the harvefts round. 
And all the labors of the ox are drown'd ; 
Wide fpread the dikes, the mad'ning torrent roars> 
And the fea boils thro' all his bellowing fiiores. 

He, the great Father, doth'd in awful might. 
From the dread curtains of eternal night 
Bares his red arm, and points his angiy fires ; 
Earth Ihrinks; each favage of the wood retires : 
From pole to pole the confcious terror fpreads. 
And haughty tyrants hide their proftrate heads ; 
Beneath the bolt the mountain tops divide. 
Horror on horror gapes on ev'ry fide* 

Afrcfli 
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Afrefh the tempeft rages, lightnings fly. 
Rains burft from all the windows of the fky; 
The foreft howls, earth's inmoft cavern moans^ 
Old Qcean trembles, and all Nature groans. 

Father Eternal ! in how many views^ 
Form'd in what Chapes, drefe'd in what various hue$ 
Thy works appear ! — ^We own the Pow'r Divine, 
And fee aftonilh'd ev'ry wife defign. 

Ftdl of thy riches, earth thro' cv'ry part 
Proclaims aloud its mighty Maker's art : 
Where Ihines her furface, or her cavern liesj 
Or fink her vallies, or her mountains rife. 
Not on the land alone thy bounty's fhed, 
Thefeas capacious womb thy hands o'erfpread; 
Form'd for man's life by thy unerring fcale, 
From the fhrimp infeft — to th' enormous whale. 
All ocean fwells with life; in gallant pride 
O'er the broad furge the fearlels Navies ride ; 
Around them croud the giants of the feas. 
Eye their tall mails, and wonder* as they gaze. 
Leviathan his mighty lides upheaves. 
And proudly gambols o'er the dafhing waves ; 
Lafti'd by his tail the hoary deep recoils. 
The white foam thickens and wide ocean boils. 
Thro' earth, thro' feas, where'er the vital heat 
Afcends — on thee they all depend for meat : 
'Thy hand thou open'ft, and all Natm-e's bleft.; 
Hide but thy face — all Nature, is diftr^ft I 
Thy breath withdrawn, all feeds of life decay. 
And Nature finks again into her day : 
Thy breath reftor'd, the lump of mals. refines. 
And kindled into life «dl Nature flunes ! 
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Irtly Majefty eildiires fdr ever bright i 

Thy wifdom ftill rejoices in thy might : 

Pale earth fhall tremble at thy very look. 

Touch but the mountains — they diffotve in fmokc. 

For me, *till time, my being Ihall deflroy. 
My Maker's p'raife that being fball employ : 
The life he lent me to himfelf I oWe, 
And give tliat heart whbfe blbod he taught to flo^^* 
Chear*d by his love — ^by his ptoteftion bleft, 
*Tis thus in fafety and in peace I reft ; 
But finners, if their hopes confume or thrive^ 
His hand fhall punifli, and his vengeance drive : 
Oh then, my foul, with pious fear attend, 
And i*apt in wonder let thy pr?life afcehd ! 



TO THE iClCHT HON. f HE EARL OF MI1>ULESEX* 



i3lNCE you, my Lord, deaf to a people's pray'r. 
Go, like the fun, to gild fome happier fphere' ; 
Blame not the Mufe, ^flScious tho' ftie pays 
(All fhe can give',) the tribute of her praife : 
Let her, that felt thfe funfhine of the day, 
Blefc the bright orb, and eye the parting ray^ . 

By nature well adoi'h'd with ev'fy art 
That fways the judgement, or allures the heart! 
With youth, and wealth, and fame, and grandeur, grac'd ! 
And happy in each elegance of tafte ! 
Your's is the bleft ambition to afpire 
Above the pomps which vulgar fouls admire ; 

C Your's 
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Your's IS the pride on virtue's wings to foar. 
And give back honor all ftie lent — and inore : 
Man's nobleft aim ! the godlike joy,, that brings 
To pow'r, its greatnefe; and its peace to Kings ! 

Such were the joys, imperial Titiis found ; 
Bleft in himfelf he fpread his bleffings round : 
The gay man's rapture, and the grave man's cur^; 
Strength to the weak, and plenty to the poor- 
He fix'd his empire in the grateful mind^ 
And lives the darling ftill c^ human kind* 

Lik^ himy great youth! exalt thy much lov'd i!iam^> 
And rife by virtue to the trueft fame ! 
Still by great anions dignify thy blood. 
Indulge thy facred tbirft of doing good I 
Still be it thine to link the fecial chain, 
Raife the glad heart, and footh the wretch's pain ; 
And fcatt'ring wide the inexhaufted ftore, 
Blefs on , and be what JJarfet was before. 

Thus a Mufe counfels, who ne'er ftoop'd to waii 
With fordid addratioAS oa the gfe&t: 
Low as ihe is^ (he icorns the poeir device 
Of flatt'ring folly, or ©f ht)»'ri^ vice: 
Yet worth'a firm fiiend, to obligations true^ 
She gives an honeft praife where praife is due#^ 
'Tis wealth's chief joy its bleffings to impart^ 
The mean man's treafiire-^is a grateful heart* 



i 
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TO MRS. qATHXRiNE GO^^JQ^LT. 

, JUNE 30, 1737. 

W ELL has tby heart it^ debt gf ioxr^w p^idj 
And well been faithful iO' &y hulbaJEwJ's fhadci 
Not that the worth of real gi;ief is knowui 
By the carv'd ftatue, or the pblifh'd ftoM ; 
Mere pomp of death, — ^thie faferick raU'd on hi|^. 
Swells to the touch, and glitters on the eye. 
In vain — if np foft anguifh touch the mind> 
*Tis but the pride of what w^ left behind* 

But when fgpcrior to etch trick of art. 
The grief unfeign'd lies ftnaggUng at the he^rt 2 
When one unvaried conduft fcrves to (hew 
A fettled, folid, unafieifted woe ; 
Th» U the tim^ for grandeur to difplay 
What wealth enables gratitude to pay ; 
Then rear the column, gild the fable plume, 
!Deck the proud arch, and grace the patriot's tomb : 
,Thus paid, the foul's juft tribute we approve. 
And what had elfe been pride we conftrue love* 
Such were th« tboMghtf which Caria^s qjui^cn poJCeft> 
And fuch the grirfthat labored in her brcaft j 
Not that, to tell pofimty Jber woes, 
Woader ff eaz^ the MaBfcleum role 
Rich in impcrial*pomp, a kingdom's heir ! 
She gave the trea&i!« which flie well cou'd ipat^* 
Not hence her pntLtb: iuut that the grief iki^ese, 
Flow'd a^ her feiil and haUow'd ev'iy tear; 
'Twas this that round tkt pile a {lo^ threw. 
And made her more the wonder of the two. 

C a Bjeft 
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Bleft with fuperior fenfe, a mind that fcorns 
Pride's gaudy drefe, yet yields to decent forms ^ 
Thine is the confcious pang, the filent care. 
The throb in fecret, and the midnight pray'r : 
The fteady heart thro' cv'ry change the fame. 
Firm to his friends, and faithful to his fame ;- 
Chearful to fpread the hofpitable ftore, 
Eafe to the rich, and plenty to the poor : 
Eager for all they fufFer to atone. 
And leave no breaft in trouble but thy owm 

Thy mourning, Conolly! is no difguifcy 
Composed of hypocritic f<>bs and fighs. 
But worthy of the fpring from whence it rofe^ 
The un-felfifh manly Chriftian forrow fld^. 
And fure if aught departed fhades regard 
That paffes here, thy grief has its reward ; 
Such grief the good with anxious pleafure view. 
And angels, cou'd they mourn — ^wou'd mourn like yeu^ 



CONGRATULATORY VERSES. 

Welcome, fair Percy \ to this filent feat. 
Which give3 young Innocence her beft retreat : 
Where Charity unfolds the willing door ; 
Health guai-ds the body, and the mind grows pure. 

Here, .m the paths, by modeft virtue trod. 
We blefs our patrons, and we praife our God : 
We hope indulge, fair Hope, exempt from guile^ 
Which learn (I from fair Louifa firft to iBnile. 



Happy 



ORIGINAL POEMS. a; 

Happy herfelf, 'tis her's new blifs to lend! 
The weak one's guardian, and the poor one's friend^ 
Doubly ftie points out life's unerring way. 
By care made ureful^ and by eafe made gay. 

.Charm'd withyciur prefence, by her bounty bleft. 
An honeft ardor ^lows in ev'ry breaft ; 
Each confcious of th' indulgence, all may boaft. 
One is our ftruggle — ^who fliall merit moft. 
Warm'd in the gen'rous ftrife our thoughts refine* 
And' e'en our meannefs humbly hopes to fhine. * 

So when the foujce of light and heat difplayjs 
O'er the dark vale, his animating rays; 
Not by his beams the oak alone revives. 
The fhrub too ripens, and the ofier thrives : 
Each fpangle glories in a livelier hue. 
And the falfe diamond imitates the true. 



TO XORD CHESTERFIELD. 

1 HANKS tp kiAd heav'n, my Lord, the danger's paft/ 
The pray'rs of thoufands have prevail'd at lailj 
And after putting half the town to pain, 
You've well convinc'd us that our grief was vain : 
Yet fince the terror once ^pproach'd fo near, 
•Let thofe who love have licence ftiU to fear. 

What did I feel, when dubious in the fcale 
'Twas hard to fay, fhou'd death or life prevail ! 
What I fhou'd feel, let thofe declare who know 
How fliuch you merit, or bow much I owe ; 

Not 
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Not that I'm grown fo faucy to pretend 
The kingdom fuflfers if J w^t a friend* 
What cares the nation how my joys arc crtK, 
What guide, whatt hoip^c, what guardian I have loft ; 
Mine's but a private woe, and that's at beft 
Mourn'd by 1a few, foirc^e prty'd by the reft. 
Since granted to a gratdftil people's pray'rs. 
May heav'n for us ftill lengthen out thy years ; 
Unvex'd with pain thy wearied ftrengfh renew. 
Health clear the way, and blifc thy fteps "pui-fue, 

Happy in all that this world's goods produce, 
And ftill more happy in their pious tje ; 
Sweet in thy temper, in thy thoughts Tefign*d, 
The ftrength pf reafon, arid flie peace of mind ; 
The wilh for worth, the fi^eJing for diftrcffe. 
The power, the fpirit, and the will to blefi : 
Something l>eyorid tbere innocence — ^the zeal. 
The ftudy, the delight of doing well; 
Thefe ftill be thine : — and when for our offence. 
Or to Gompleat thy bliis heav'n calls thee hence; 
Firm and unmov'd refign thy well-fpent breath. 
Sink gently down into the arms of death; 
Sleep bleftiamdng the bldl, expeft fhy Lord, 
Then wake with riptifre to thy full reward. 
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TX> TB£ LOltjP TULLAM.ORE^ 

/jLT this merry tiDje, when goofe-pi^s and ftrong becy 

Set people a madding for love of good cheer ; 

When the mummers and waits, ov hojr elfe do you fpell 'cm| x 

Come dancing and fqueaking you put of your dwelling. 

With their Abetters when tradefmen, as Hotace will tcU us^ 

Libertate Decembri, fet up for hail fcUqws ; 

Indulge me, my Lord, in the Old Chriftmas fport^ 

4nd let me be free like the reft of my fort. 

For, my Lord, you muft know, fince I left Alma Mater^ 

I have look'd on myfelf in this world as a trader. 

(Need I fay, that preferment's the pprt I'd fain enter. 

Or that what little learning I've got— is my venture: 

Or the many kind offices you do are gales 

^JThich help my poor voyage, and fwell out my fails.^ 

Equipp'd like a merchant, I keep with fome pains 

A regular book both of loffes and gains; 

And conftantly ftate cny accounts very fairly. 

To fee how the bottom winds up for me yearly. 

By this time, my Lord, Ifuppofe youcanguels. 

When I open my book, what fhou'd caufe my diftrefi; 

For I find page the firft — iii a capital letter, 

Sam Shepherd is to the Lord TuUamore debtor : 

Imprimis — ^the honor he always has done me, 

]^ a kind condefceniion fince firft he has known me^ 

Item— all the ina^eafe of good humor and wit too, 

I might have brought off by improving with ditto : 

Item — fuch a long train of obliging behavior, 

St^ll granting before I cou'd well afk a favor. 
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His prudent good-nature in timing his graces. 

Still kindeft in pr-efence of thofc in high places ; 

The good things he faid of me always behind me. 

The pleading with thofe that he thought ought to mind mc? 

And a long lift of fundiies which lie in my breaft. 

Too fine to defcribe— to be felt, not cxprels!d. 

Why really, my Lord, whe^ I fum up my total. 
With fifty more articles I have by rote all ; 
When lookihg on creditor fide of per contra, 
I find not an article there to be gone thro' : 
Not a tittlQ to fhew one difcharge on my part. 
Excepting page fecond — the thanks of my heart. 
When fo much is fairly by all my accounts due> 
And fo little tp pay what the balance amounts to j 
You can't but t»acjiidp, th^t whenever I open 
My ledger, I Ippk Uke a merchant juft broken ; 
Adiam'd and confounded I view the vaft fcore. 
And vow that I never will go in debt more. 

But when I refle6t on that excellent mind. 
Which diftinguifhes you from the moft of your kind; 
When I think what an exquifite joy you purfue. 
What a rapture in ev'ry kind thing ih^t you do: 
That as much as your appetite you have fubdu'd. 
You're an epicure ftill i|i the doing of good; 
And therefore to one of your elegant tafle. 
To prefent a kind aflion is making a feaft; 
That tho' I c^n't boaft any worth of my own. 
To make fuch a treat go more pleafantly down. 
Yet your lordfliip's relplv'd to place fometo my fcorc. 
And I'm fure I'm as gratefttl as fome that have mpre. 
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When I ponder all this, I muft freely confefs, 
I can fcarce — nay I never can wifh my debt lefs ; 
So, my Lord, with a good New-year's wifli to go on, 
(As, time out of mind, Chriftmas writers have done.) . 
Since to thpfe whom their fortune has feated fo low. 
They but guefe what a tranfport it is- to beftow ; 
The principal blifs tliey cou'd fue to inherit. 
Is the favors of men of known virtue aijd merit. 
May I to your Lordfhip, as Milton has faid it. 
Be at once while I live both difcharg'd and indebted ; 
And fince 'tis the iigheft Relight of the mind^ 
To oblige — ^where it is not a fault to )>e kind • 
Where the juft grateful heart, in the fame author's pj^'afc. 
Still owes you the debt, and by owing ilill pays. 
May you long after I, and a thoufand befide. 
By whom your good nature has often been tiy'd. 
Are peaceably laid in the chambers of reft. 
And unable to witnefs what numbei-s you've bleft: 
May you ftill have the joy not to meafure each fun 
By his hours — but by the good a6lions you've done ; 
And when the whole round of his journey is paft, 
JMay each New year begin more improv'd by the laft# 



ON LORJ> CHESTERFIELD. 

OUPREME in wit, all reafon's pow'rs explor'd. 
Far above earth the foul of Stanhope foar'd ; 
Learn'd the pure diftates of th' Eternal Mind, 
And faw religion fuch as God defign'd : 
bcr facred form his ready pencil drew, 
Touch'd withfrefh colors of celeftial hue; 
Then taught, unftain'd by fraud, unvex'd by ftrifc, 
The true (Economy of Human Life. 

EARL 
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KAKZ. OW .CHSSfSar IK^^D* 
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Stanhope, caApuipofcrfhisbrcaft 
To gen'rous views confign'd ; 
And diofe his method to be faleft, 
"Sf blcffing all mankind* 

yet flop thy tranfports asibey flovr j> 

To one felfe ftcp defcend: 
Or, Stanhope ! yoall incur die woe^ 

Of him whom aH commend* 



OXf 1.0x9 CBSSTEEFIELI^. 



H. 



lOW feeUe istbe luoeft painter's art» 
How £^thlels to the diSates c^his heart! 
The piercing eye, the dignity of face. 
The mingled Majefty of awe and grace, 
Thde thou ma/ft copy : bat tho' all s^rcc 
Thefe are t>f Stanhope — yet they are not he. 
Bnt how ihall colors a refemblance find. 
Or Where's the pencil that can paint his mind^ 
Unblemiih'd ni^orth^ truth daimtlels and fincexe^ 
The patriot's Tigpr, and the fbnefisian^s caie; 
"Wifilom, by £uicy's aid infpir'd to pkile^ 
And Roman eloquence with Attick eafe. 
C^nft thou paint fiknce, when attention hoi^ 
With wonder held fay his perfbafiTe tongue j 



Th 



ORIGINAL POEMS. vj. 

The manly Jenfc when melting fenatcs bleft. 
And wit's ftrong charms in^ay good nature di*eft : 
Or draw the honeft undiffembling fmile, ^ 
Spread by his prefence o*er Hibernia's ifle ? 
Then (hall her ions to lateft times declare^ 
Taught by the well-known likenefs Stanhope's therf. 



A X B i O N TO I E it K £• 

OlSTER, you often have complsdn'd^^ 
That all your wealth by me was drain'd; 
Thofe wailings'now 5^t length give o'er, 
\yhen Stanhope treads ,ujpon thy (hore. 
To the ti*ue genius rich and rare^ 
What earthly treafure can compare ? 
Then think from me what wealth you gainj 
^is Albion that fhou'd now complain. 

As in my fenate he arole^ . 
Succefeful o'er my venal Ibes ; 
Where he fo well fiiftain'd my part> 
With ev'ry Greek and Roman art; 
So in thy caufe as erft in mine^ 
The patriot genius now thall (hine ; 
Then from thy griefs thy foul unbend, 
henceforth my Stanbopeis thy friend: 
Ifet fhall I not at this repine^ 
His zeal for me> hatl^ made him thi|xe« 
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TO THE DUKE OF ©ORSIT. 



Wi 



EJ^GOME, my Lord! to unfrequented plains^ 
Where Charity's fair child, Inftru6lion, reigns ; 
Welcome! where Bounty fmooths the brow of Care, 
And Virtue bids us earn the blife we Ihare. 
Retir'd, unknown, ev'n here the voice of Fame, 
Tunes her chafte notes to your aufpicious njime. 

Your's is, my Lord^ the glorious talk to blefs ! 
And ours, the grateful fenfe of happinefs. 
Honor'd thus highly; by your prefence grac'd; 
A modeft ardor warms the meaneft bread: 
Low as we tread the humble vale of life, 
Ev'n we may cherifli np uhufeful ftrife ; 
Grafp our uncnvied lot, and bring, tho' poor^ 
Our mite of tribute to the publick ftore : 
To King, to country," to religion true. 
We'll rife in worth, by looking up to you. 
Young hope to gratitude fhall point the way. 
And willing toil the aids of bounty pay ; 
Plenty aod peace unite their golden tides. 
And induftry advance where duty guides* 



LORD CHEST E R F I £ L p. 

jC\d VICES, laft Saturday brought from Parnaffus^ 

Left things in an odd fort of taking ; 
For it happen'd at once that the Virtues and Graces, 
And all the whole quire of poetical laffes. 

Were miffing, and thought to be rakjng. 



La 
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Lady Fame, who bath always her ears and her tongue, 

Full ready for ev'ry ftrange tale ; 
Soon flew to Apollo, and fuch a peal rung, 
On all that was giddy, and thoughtlefe, and young. 

That flie vow'd he fhou'd fend them to jail. 

Wit^s god with a fmile cut the dialogue fliort. 

Dear Madam, pray don't be in pain ; 
Wherever my Chefterfield fixes his court. 
The Virtues and Graces will furely refort. 

And the Mufes will follow his train* 



MARTIALS fiPIGRAM 74, fiOOK 3V 

O furnifli a reafon for being obdurate, . 
To the daily demapcls of a fancy poor curate ; 
Teiz'd Caiaphas feign'd himfelf ill of the gouty 
And ordered to keep all impertinents put: 
But while he fecurely thus a6led the cheat. 
And tenderly wrapt up in flannel his feet ; 
The true gout prevented him longer to feign. 
So a tartar he caught by his mocking of pain. 



PROLOGUE TO JONESS TRAGEDY OF TH» 
EARLOFESSEX. 

A O night, the bard falutes his native plains. 
And fhews you real grief in artleis ftrains : 
Indebted to pure nature for his flcill. 
He boafts no merit, but the fenfc'to feel. 

Not 
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Not warp'd by ftudy, not debauched by art^ 
He paints the pure fenfetions of his heart : 
Quick, from within, each ardor as it grows. 
His pencil catches, and the canvafs glows. 

To thefe unlabor'd fcenes the Britifli fair. 
Oft lent a tender and attentive ear : 
London's beft tears for Effcx learn'd to flow. 
And each foft bofom heav'd with Rutland's woe« 

Such praifes, by our fiftcr realm fupply'd. 
The modeft poet owns he felt with pride : 
But the fame praife, fhou'd it reward him here, ^ 
A thoufand fecial tranfports wou'd endear. 
Fame, fortune, country, all th' engaging ties. 
Which confecrate applaufe before him rife ; 
And his heart treafurcs ev'ry fmile you lend. 
As the kind rapture of a chofen friend. 

Ye fair, jlift rivals of each Britifh charm, 
With.equal goodnefs let your bofoms warm ; 
Cherifli this flow'r, make its young beauties known. 
Nor prize it lefs becaufe it is your own. 
But claim your bard, and let his native air, 
Ifield the fame funflune which refrefh'd him there* 
So IJull new ardor each bleft youth infpire. 
Again fhall mufick wake th' Hibernian lyre; 
Again fliall Phoebus Ueis the S^red lOe, 
And our wits brighten as our beauties fiaile. 



TO 
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TO LORD TULLAMORE. 

W HILE thoufaiids croudlng with a grateful ftrifc, 
Blefe the kind hand that fed their hopes of life. 
And feel beneath your charitable care, 
Lefe fierce the rigor of the injurious year : 
No wonder if the Mufe new wariiith infpires. 
And kindles up afrefh the poet's fires. 
To poets ever was this charge affign'd. 
To watch the rifing beauties of the mind ; 
To (hatch true merit into light, and raife 
A gen'rous envy by an honeft praife. 
Piaife is a debt to virtue — and to you 
The Mufe but pays what ^11 proclaims your due. 
In fome far diftant age or foreign fcene, 
Shou'd ftory tell or fancy feem to feign 
Some princely youth with ev'iy worth endu'd, 
Born for mankind, and fiwm'd for doing goody 
How does the reader's heart with atdor glo^! ^ 

With what an honeft Mrarmth his fpirits flow ! 
How does he wifli the glorious nasoae his o^». 
And envy more his Virtue than his throne 1 

If dead or abfent tints 1ms adions fire. 

And e'en his pi6lure teaches to admire; 

Suppofe we view'd him here, furvey'd his form. 

Saw hip good ^orks, and withe&'d ev'ry charm. 

How wou'd our raptures rife : — this light divine, 

How wou'd it ftrike, when we beheld it ihilie* 

Muft we not fpeak^ my Lord ! and when the dajr 

Pours on out heads ncrt Ms th* eAliv'ning ray i 

Or muft we feaith it in fette other fphere, 

SecauCe you <idy WQnt j^litve 'tis het^ f 

My 
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My Lord, in fpite of all your modeft arts. 
People will fpeak the fecret of thdr hearts ; 
Will own when winter had benumb'd the land. 
And famine threatened each induftriotis hand; 
When cold had ftififen d the laborious nerve. 
And trslde flood trembling left her fons ftiou'd ftarve i 
'Twas you, that firft with more extenfive aim, 
Form'd for the gcn'ral poor your pious fchemc. 
Bounteous yourfelf, ftlll prone to cherifh worth. 
You caird the charity of thoufands forth : 
Arid unreftrain'd by place fent pity round, 
^o fuccour mifery — wherever found. 
Young as (he is, to ev'ry virtue dear, . 
Mountjoy f the friend and partner of your care. 
Sprung to yottr.heart, and fnatching there a beam 
Of fire celeftial, burn d- with equal flame. 

Then walk*d the focial foul, and o'er the plain 
Fair Charity led forth her heav'nly train ; 
The eye to feareh out woe, the tongue to plead. 
The heart to fuccour, and the hand to aid. 
Religion fmil'd '• — foft pity dropp'd a tear, 
Wealth fpread:bis wings, and prudence clos'd the rear i 
Thaw'd by their charms, — pale froft unbound the land. 
And poverty withdrew his favage hand. 



Indulgent heav'n! with what a tender care 
Still doft thou fmile, jyid ev'n in judgment fparef 
Urg'd by oui: crimes— thy arm was lifted high> 
Yet then when vengeance feem'd in afl: to fly^ 
When half already the red bolt was hurFd, 
Thy mercy ftept between — and fav'd our world : 
Rais'd up the fons of virtue ; bade them plead 
The caufe of fini^ers — and thy wrath was flay'd. 



And 
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And you, my Lord, adorn'd widi cy*ry grace^ 
That beft can further you in virtue's race ! 
Still keep your former deeds before your eyes. 
Still ftep by ftep to full perfedion rife : 
Your fluning parts, your worth already known^ 
The world will ever challenge as — ^their own. 
And think where merit has appear'd fo bright. 
The publick bleffing is a publick right : 
"Virtue like gratitude muft ne'er give o'er. 
But ftill the more it gives, it owes the more. 



TO THE LO RD T U LLAMORE* 

W HILE you, my Lord, indulge your fancy, 
In panegyricks upon Naiicyj 
And make Us happy With the lays. 
Which fing of Meliora's * praife : 
(For which I've thahk'd you fifty times 
tn profe, and do't again in rhymes ; 
Vowing, that cou*d I ufe my quill 
Like you, it never fhou'd lie fiill. 
But write, and write, from day to day,** 
'Tillev'n the ftump was worn away:) 
Perhaps you'll think it much amils. 
My anfwer han't been fent ere this ; 
And wonder, that in all Dunleary, 
I cannot find one line to fpare ye ! 

Why faith, my Lord, 'tis very true; 
And were there nothing elfe to do 

' ' III 1 1 ' "^ I ■ 

.♦ Mrt. S-— d. 

D TowVds 
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Tow'rds-making lejtcrs IcM^g |and witty. 
And worthy of your Lor<lfl\ip*« ditty. 
But juft t9 ^^ke the p^»— 5ivd write, . 
And feal it tip,* and fo good ^ight : 
*Tis ten to pne but you bad foviady 
Before the.&^nd iun weat i'Ouii4» 
(All that the j^jpleen wou*d let me well do» 
A fcore of pages at ypm* ^Ibow^ 

But as at prefcxit thing? fall out^ 
A man muft travel far about ; 
You men of manners have enjoin'd. 
That thefe things be repaid in kind : 
And foV tho' Horace felf has fworn. 
That poets muft be poets born ; 
And ,you can witnefo Vm a bard 
By birth, no more than Vm a J^ord ; 
Tho' paper's dear, aad xhywes ai-e fcarce^ 
Yet you muft have your fliqet pf vpife ; 
And I muft be at aU this painsb . 
And rack my head, and beat my brains^ 
And tear my fingers this hot weather. 
To firing a pack of rhymes together ; 
Purely becau!^ being never pkas'd. 
So well as when you fee me teaz'd> 
You took it in your head to Ikine, 
And try how little was in mine. 

Look'ee, my L*rd, by this good light, 
You^ if you will, may fit and write ; 
And couple verfcs by whole dozens. 
As if the Nine were all your coufins. 
And had no earthly thing to do. 
But run and gatho: rhymes for you. 
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Tou may do thisi-^m bne-of :thoie> * * 
That deal in unaaitttioait parofc 5 . / 

Content^ like vthers, ta adibke 
The works of fancy and of ftre^ 

And humbly fatijtfyd to- reft -• ' ■ ^ 

A courteous bcadcr at the bcft. 

Not that ther^ want8 a {ub}f6l fit>* 
To heighteu €^% the meaneft wit ; i 
For who can want jine things to fay^ ^ 

When Kitty Anyo^'s in the way ? 
Whether in fo^jielodiouaftraijiy 
He mourns th^ many Hie has' ilain ; 
Or curfes loice's bright queen, that gave 
So many beauties jto enflav^ ' -c ' 

And pointed thofc dear eyes igith. darts, .. 
Dipp'd in the blood of human hearts ; 
Or if he praife the red and white. 
Which in her cheeks gay bloom unite ; 
Lips where the blulh ^tei^^^l^^giows, ^ r 
And fweeter than the morning-rofe ; 
.That JBiirth fo imnocently fweet; ! 

That wit, good-natur'd and difcreet^.^ 
That humor, ever free and gay. ;■ ^ 
Tha,t life, fo taking evry way; . 
So brilk, fo eafy, and fo airy, 
^he Meliora of Dunleary. 

But I already am too weU 
Acquainted with my want of Ikill j , 
Nor (hail I ever he fo vain 
The Mufe's temple to profane; 
And by my wretched rerfe difgrace, , ^_ 
^ths fwectcft mind, the lovelieft face. 
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So pray, my Lord^. don't take it iH, . . ; 

If henceforth my poor pen lie flill. ^ 

Tho' Thompfon roU'd hl^ lavage cyes» • ^ " "^ 
And vow'd he wou'^ .cycodicize ; 
Tho' Natt, to carry it ftiU further. 
Swore 'twas the Provbft's positive order ; 
Tho' Goddard ftrok'd his well-fmooth'd band. 
And drew his tippet thro* his hand. 
And bow'd^ and ihufiPd, and flK>w*d how neat^ 
The diamond on his finger fate. 
And threw in compliments fo faft^ 
That I fhou d throw thfent up at laft. 
And begg'd and preis!d me alt the night ; 
I wou'd not — nay I coii'd not write.-* 
Vov he who cannot write of her. 
Can write of nothing dfe, Fm fure^ ^ 



TO THE LORl> TULLAMORE. 

AUGUST a, 1735* 



M 



. Y Lord ! here Have I and my fair been difputi^g, 
A cafe, which at prefent, I'm fairly grown mute in ; 
(Tho* for that you may tell me 'tis no fuch great wonder^ 
When man and wife differ, that he fhou'd flrike under.) 
tn {hoiti we have book'd down your LordQiip as debtor. 
To your promife per count — one poetical letter : . 
And lince you han't fcnt it me, fay what I will, 
She-infifls that there's fomething in me you take ilL 
If that's all your fear, faid I, don't be dejefted. 
My o^n heait and his goodnefs won't let mc fufpefil it.! 

Tis 
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'Tis true, when the kind-natur'd fit came upon her. 
He promis'd bis Clio (hou'd do me an honor ; , 
But iince thenr a tfaoufand things might have Qcairr'd> 
To make him more flow in performing his word : 
Perhaps he was bufy, ^perhaps he was lazy; 
Perhaps the Count told you this oi^ly to ^eize yoi^ ; 
Perhaps, tho* the poem he really intended, 
.He thinks it ftill lies at his option to fend it j 
Perhaps — ^nay but hold you, good hulband of. mine ! 
Do you talk like a lawyer, ' or like a divine ? 
I thought, when at firft it was mention'd,* you faid. 
That a promife, tho' free; yet, if oiice it was made, . 
Grew a debt from that inffaht,^^WeH ! he might forget ? 
No— &at rU be fworn he never cKd yet. — 
His memory fails in no inftanee but one'; 
He's too apt to forget the good things he has done ; 
But as for all matters, in which he's a debtor. 
There's no man alive ^vas e'er blcfe'd with a better.-^ 

You fee now, my Lord, what a nonplus I'm brdught to. 
Since any excufe I can think of will not do ; 
And Kitty, by privilege claim'd'at fuch feafons. 
Comes triumphing in. With the ftrength of her reafons— 
And fo becaufe you forfboth chufe to be queer. 
And pay all debts better than fits a young Peer ; 
And therefore few think, that unlefs I had made 
Some falfe ftep, you'd leave a poor Culrate unpaid : 
I find I'm reduc'd to a flcurvy condition, 
Condemn'd to lie under the weight of fufpicion ; 
Or fubmit to a talk," I'd moft willingly Ihun, 
And be the firft plague yoii have had of a dun. 



T o 
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I 

TO XORl> C BA]lI.K:Vf LCS» ' 

» . . . . . :....-•■■. 

AU(Crtrs^ ;,. ilifCiT • 

X F Redwood, my Lord^ .: 

Ben't already full ftor'd. 
With guefts whom your bounty 
' Calls forth from each cpunty; 
(Delighting to £hew you 
The regard Which they pwe yw,) 
There*3 a parfon ai^l clau^hter^ . r 

(We'll name tbenir hereafter,) 

Wou'd prpppfe, if ypu ple^c, 

W'ith much joy and fome eafcj 

To quit their dull,ftationj 

At Kildare vifitation ; 

And mounting their poney. 

Thro' roads foft or ftony, 

Wou'd gallpp and trot, 

To that exquifite fpot, 

Which Pan calls his own, 

Beyond TuUamore town. 

There fain wou'd they pay^ 

In the ,thankfuljeft way, 

The g^i-atitudc due . . 

To my Lady and you; 

And exprefs without art^ 

The true thoughts of their hearts. 

And when. they have ifi^ray'd[. 

Thro* each valley and glade. 

Thro' lawns and near mountains. 

By rivers and fountains; 

And 
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And feen in each feattire> • " 

Art ftiiving vjrith JN^ture: 

When tbctoce Ihi^jr j-etrfe^t • 

To the generous feat, ' ^ 

Where the virtues withm^ 

Make without alnaoft- oaean ; 

Where the Loves and the Graces^ 

Seem to fettle their places; 

And good hucftor aai(j >¥i^,, . 

In their capital litj i " ■' > , 

And friendlhip arti ea-ff,'/ 

Make fiucerity plcafos ' . - 

When their heartsc.and their- ^yes. 

Are quite £11*4 witl* i\ycpiiz% ._ 

They'll f^in take tiii^- road' . .; 

To their Cdiferidg^ abode ; 

There paffii^ each plain, 

The/n rerolve the fweet fcenc^ 

And tell to the ymnd 

All the joy?: left beiriisdy- 
*Till in profe aijd in ditty, ' ' ' 
No echoes you'll hear^ 
For.thc'fpace of a year, 
Sut the jaunt of Sam Shepherd axid Kitty. 



%0A Y O U N G .N O B L E M A N. 

APRIL 20, 1735. 

W HILE youi my Lord, your blifsful houi-s improve. 
In the chafte joys of well rewai-ded love; 
Happy in ^l that teacshcs life to pleafe. 
Virtue with wit, and beauty's fprightly eafe; 

Forgive 
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Forgive this fond intrufion, nor rcfufc 
The officious boldncfs of a ftranger mufc ; 
Unprais'd, unknown, flie brings amid the throng. 
Free from the flatterer's wiles — ^her aitlefe fong : 
Firm to one point, to give tme worth its due. 
And honor virtue by applauding you. 

Too long has Hymen mourn'd his ftirine profan'd | 
His rites negle£):ed, and his altars ftain*d : 
Too long he (aw the fordid traffick hold. 
Of hearts fet up at auftion to be fold : ' 
And lent his flow unfiling aid to bind 
Souls never pair'd, and vows that never join'd* 
Fix'd by no choice, by no aflFe6lion ty'd. 
Wealth all his aim — and av'rice All his guide ; 
Deaf to the tender vow, untouched by truth. 
Not won by virtue, not infpir'd by youth ; 
See the young fwain with well bred prudence flghs. 
And aflcs with ardor — where her portion lies ? 
Smit with the love of acres — ^wbocs the fair. 
And talks all raptures — if Tier rent roll's cleai*. 

*Tis your's, my Lord, a nobler path to chufe. 
And rife to blifi froih imore exalted views : ' - ' 
Above the worldling's aims, the rifler's arts, 
Bleft in the virtuous fympathy of hearts, 
Blcft in your own, and in the publick voice, 
You chufe from merit, and you wed from fchokei 

* Well judging youth! of life's chief joys pofleft! 
Loving, and lov'd ; carcffing, and careft ! 
Say, when thy foul fprings forward to her arms;* 
When beauty fooths thee, and perfeflion charms ; 



How 
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How wilt thou with a pitying finilc behold 
The wretch, who places all his hope in gold ; 
The fool of avarice, who never thought 
That wealth itfclf too dearly may be bought ; 
That all that treafure which fo feafts his eye. 
Is worth but juft what blifs it will fupply ? 
To feed our wants, to eafe our hopes is all 
That necdfiil or convenient we can c^U. 
TKefe wealth can reach — as moft that have it find. 
But few can tafle the joy that!s yet behind* 

That craving of the foul, that thir|l divine. 
To make anpther's heart as Weft as thine ; 
Touch'd with the fenfe of worth to raife it high, 
To bid it glitter in the publick eye : 
To fearch out virtue in her fecret place. 
And give new fplendor to her native grace : 
Above the world her heay'nly form to rear^ 
And fliew her: — as (he (hou'd indeed appear; 
Thefe, thefe are joys .to vulgJir minds unknown. 
Too much the world has made thefe joys your own* 

Then let, amid his heaps grave Mammon fay. 
What pity fuch a youth were thrown awayl 
let the pert prude indulge her faucy joke. 
And wonder at the fortune — of fome folk. 
Blinded by folly, or mifled by pride. 
What all muft envy — ^let. a few deride ; 
Your blils above their little (lander plac*d. 
Founded on virtue, Ihall for ever laft : 
The bright example (hall our tafte improve. 
And teach inferior fpirits how to love. 



TO 
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TO MISS BURTON, ON RETURNING HER A jPQ'El^ 
CALLED A]>V|CS TQ A LAl>Y. «. 



NOVEMBER l6, I743. 



1 AUGHT by Belinda, if the bard 
Learns with fuch art, your fex to guard ^ 
And points, with elegance af flcill 
And fprightly wit, his well-bred quill ; 
Joins letter'd eafe, with humor free. 
Laughing at wTiat they Ihou'd not be : 
How had his colws been rcfiri*d. 
Were he to paint Alicia's itiinidT 
What nobler heights had fancy flown^ - 
Were your perfe6tions to be f^cwnJ 

With beauty, and with fweetnefe grac'd,> 
An eafy wit, and happy tafte, - 
Heav'n's bounty fram'd you firft | and joi4**d^ 
A modeft- awda \ir6U-t.urn'd mind. 
The prudent hand, which form'd your youth. 
Still led you thro"^ th® paths pf troth';. 

And precept and example^ fhow'd 

What joys from real virtue- flow'd. 
Your heart, ftill faithful to its guide, 
Purfues the paths her fops had try'd | - ^ 
New bleffings wait yoii on the' way. 
And a new graca -marks ■ev'i»y day. 

The fex, by fair Belinda tauf^t, 
But learns to fly each female fault;. ... 
Inftru6led from each fnare to run. 
Her pattern points them — ^what to fhun» 



Your 
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Your bright example fets to view, 
Thofe charms they fhou'd indeed purfue : 
Eacfe hc^rt ^th noHer pfolpefts fires. 
Each grace, each excellence infpires ; 
And (hews them,- in your iinifhM mind, 
Tfiat Heav'n, for which tbcf were defign'd. 



TO THE REV. PR. IXEXANT. 

V - «^ . . . . i 

WRITTEN At DKLLVILLe. 



I 



In Eden pur firft father placM^^' -^ 
Long'd the forbiddeo fim^ tKxt&ffie f 
And, ftretch^ng forth his ye«it'roiis hand, 
RafUy be pluck'd, — ^and curskl the land* 
Like him, but with more happy fatd. 
You to your Paradife retreat ; 
Round your own Eden' cafft your efHf 
And grafp the tree where fcnp^edgc Iks; 
And tafting with an Jkimble minds 
|<Touri(h yourfelf, to* fttldt mank:i«d* 

Oh, well engag'd on virtue's lidi?! 
§till the fame heav'nly food provide I 
Still learn to refcue from the gi-ave^ 
And heal the wound* which Adam gavel 
His led to mifery and flrifc : - 
Thy tree of knowledge points to life* 



XPISTLE 
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EPISTL^ TO -7 ^ *Q; 

JL/ORD of the woods, and of the pUIo$ ! 
Chief governor of Newtown fwains ! 
High Admiral of all Lough Neagh | 
(Whcnetfr Mr. Coote's away.) 
And you, that are content to fliare. 
And kindly cafe him of his care ; 
That day-about to empire grow, 
And fometimes rule, and fometimes row : 
Juft as the wheel turns round of fate. 
Boatman, or counfellor of ftate ! 
Your mightier thoughts a while fufpendy 
For the fond trifle^ of a friencjf • 
Awhile lay buflneis quite ftfide. 
And either helm forget. to guide. 

As the fick youth cl^fars up his eye, ;,. ' 
And gladdens when his fair one's by; 
To her tnakes all his pleafures known, . 
And keeps each pang he feels, his own t 
So thus / talk dull life away ; 
Still bufy in an idle way; 
Thus ftudious to get rid of care. 
Seize ev*ry minute I can fpare ; 
And fearch around, for means to pleafe • 
My friends, — ^tho' robb'd myfelf of eafc. 

But what avails the willing vein. 
The eager wilh to entertain ? 
In a dull place, whofe ev'ry name 
Scarce ever touch'd the tongue of fame : 



Midft 
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Hidft mountains bleak, and boggy plaiiis. 
And Toads as dirty as their fwains; 
Here buried, what Ihall fricndfhip fay^ 
Or flow its images convey ? 
Where ev'ry thing we fay or do. 
Is juft like fo much Greek to you : 
Things, perfons, places, all unknown, 
And ev*ry face except my own. 

What boots it you, that I fliou'd tell 
How markets rofe, and how they fell ? 
Whether the-funl6ok dull, or fhinc , 
Or when I rife, or where I dine ? < 

How all the girls o'er coffee and tea. 
Run wild in praife of Violante ? 
Or if I preach to honeft Teague, 
At Caviccnlifh, or PaiJlas-Begg ? 

Yet, empty as it is and long, 
Fricndfhip may confecrate the fong ; 
Critics may judge of what is writ, 
Not by the will, but by the wit : 
True friendfhip fcqrns the little art. 
And to the head prefers the heart. 
When once the mutual wifh is rais'd 
To pleafe each other, and be pleas'd; 
Tis not how well, or ill we write, 
'Tis the intent that gives delight; 
And ev'ry trifle we approve. 
Will ferve to raife the pr^jpe of love. 

Now, when the mellow year invites. 
And ^v'ry thing we fee delights; 
When golden plenty fills the plain. 
And Autumn fwdls the yellow grain : 

Unlocks 
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Unlocks his treafurcs, and beftows 
The long-look'd funfhine as he goes : 
Leave to proud fortune's over-growtk 
The wretched luxury of floth : 
Leave craving avarice its ftore; 
Its ill-got wealth — its wifh for moi-e f 
"While you and I contented ftray. 
And haften to enjoy the day. 

He that invites a folemn guejft. 
Has a fine dinner to be drert ; 
Brings dainties from both land and fea. 
And ferves them up the niceft way : 
And is, befides, oblig'd to make 
Fine fpeeches, tho' his heart fliould break : 
When ten to one this care a|id, coft. 
Is only fo much labor loftj 
And all th' advantage he obtains. 
Is to be laugh'd at for his pains. 

But if a friend fincere and free. 
Comes to your houfe 'twixt two and three a 
And unexpeftedly drops in, 
Juft as you're going to begin :— • 
A hearty welcome, arid a bit 
Juft of what happens on the Ipit; 
With, if the time ^f year fliall fuit> 
A fallad, and a little fruit : 
He'll relilh as a better ti^at. 
And count it more delicious meat. 
Than all your olios arid ragouts > 
(With formal fpeeclies, and fet bows,) 
Or fifty things of nicer tafte, ' 

Tho' Tom himfelf difpos'd the feaft- 
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Ev'n thus — the trifles that I write, 
(Where nought important comes in fight,) 
Serve to produce their wifh'd-for cn^, 
To which, I truft, you'll pleafe attend. 
The firm attachment to your friend, : - ~ 



! 



s. s. 



THE FUNERAL ORATION OF A VERY LEARKEP 
LAWYER OVER HIS LAST GUINEA. 

IVEADER, whoe'er thou art, Gaul, Wellh, or Scot! 

When to come Either 'tis thy haplefc lot, 

Beftow the tribute of a piteous tear. 

O'er my laft guine^j which lies buried here I 

Ah! what avails the royal head it bore ! 
The fplendid enfigns it fo pi-audly wore ! 
With heart-felt tranfpoits I furvey'd its face, 
Deck'd with a title full of heav'nly grace: 
In vain, tho' long it (hunn'd the threatning pa^ir 
Of London do£lors, lafles, pimps, and law ; 
From poft-boys, publicans, in vain it flies. 
And like old Britons, here retreats, and dies ! 

Alas, thou'rt gone I fweet partner of my toils ! 
O'er midnight rutts, and (iands, and dirty foils ! 
Thou'rt gone ! my heart can now no comfort find. 
But what the Head ^ gives^ and the change of wind > 

SiiU one half angel folitary lies, 
[ts diffolution's near — ah ! there it dies J 



« UoLTHBiO. 



A CELBRIDCE 
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ACtLfil^IDCEOD^. 

TO TflOMAS riTZC£RALD> £S{^; AND COMPANT« 

RECITATIVE. 

X HE parfon, taught by doubts to grieve. 
Began a fad Recitative : 
Yet not quite willing to defpair. 
Soon chang'd it to a tender air. 

Tune. — Oh, ponder well, &c. 
I. 
Oh Thomas, Thomas ! thou and thine ! 

Thy wife and daughters dear ! 
Remember well, that you're to dine 
With us on Sunday here. 
IT. 
What tho' thy horfes legs be pofts ! 
What tho' thy coachman's dead! 
Yet drive away ; and let their ghofts 
The road to Cclbridge tread. 

RECITATIVE. 

While penfive for a while the lawyer flood, 
(His nags diforder'd, and the ways not good ;) 
The doAor thus affum'd a merrier mood. 

Tune. — ^Faith, what tune you pleafe. 



} 



Come ! come ! come away ! 
1*11 hear nothing you fay, 

Againft the requeft I have made : 
The firloin is fmokirig. 
The claret's provoking. 

And the laugh is half ready to Ipread ! 

RECITATIVE. 
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RECITATIVE. 

Vanquifli'd, the honeft lav^^er fecm'd to fay, 
X^ity fuch pleafures fhou*d be thrown away ! 
"Well! we'll attend you— cares arid briefs adieu ! 
Tfou preach at twelve, fir I — and you dine at two ! 



LINfiS WRITTEN AT tHfi TEA TABLE AS THE WORHS 
WERE SPOKEN* 



'T. 



IS done, quoth Xayland, I refolve it* 
No time, no terror, (hall diflblve it. 
rm nbt with fears and doubtings mix'dj 
Almoft, but altogether fi)c'd. 

The houfe which Davis lately founded 
I'll take — ^and with a wall furround it : 
My gay parterre with flow'rets ftrew'di 
Shall quite fliut out the hideous road. 
My gravel walk, compleatly fpread. 
Shall court my tender foot to tread : 
Love's gentle arbor at the end. 
Shall cool my miftrels — or my friend* 
The Liffey, as his waters roar. 
Shall pay his homage at my door ; 
The neighbors fhall admire my tafie. 
The fprightly ball, the merry feaft ! 
And, in the glories of my reign. 
What man can emulate my train } 

Winnet, long.praSb'd in the courfc. 
Shall rife my mailer of the horfe; 
CuUen fhall ev'ry cork nnfcrcw. 
My butler— and companion, too. 



Mifs 
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Mifs Shepherd (hall^ with eirtful care^ 
The beft of fwe€t% plum-cake prepare* 
Young Tom, for that befits his age, 
I willingly, adept. my page« 
All other matters Sally G— — k> 
With pleafing joy fhall over-look ; 
While to reward my boneft labors, 
Cookes, Nelfons, Shepherds, all my neighbors; 
Widows ahd fliaids, (hall bkft th« Gay-laiK^ 
And crowd the iloor of ^ppy Ltfyland ! 



PROLaCui to THi MstR£SS'](> MOTHER:, WHEN. IT. 
WAS ACTED' BY YOUNG GENTLEMEN* 



:JP0KEN fiY A LITTLE BOY. 



Hi 



.CLP ine, dear lakSes! I'm in filich a fright^ 
That I (hall hardly be ihjfelf aU flight ! 
Thofe bloody Greeks v^thin^ take fe much pains 
To talk blank verfe, as has near lurrn*d their bra^ASs 
And us'd them fo to murder, they begin 
To fancy, fimple killing is no fin. ^ 
I only alk'd them, iti a civil ^y^ 
To let me fpeak one word bdfore^thc pWyi 
And fmird, and bow'd, as n<*w I do to you ; 
And look'd as niodeilly as bOy €ou*d do s 
Wheni all at once, one huflPdj. aiiother prcft 
His fword, and fwore he'd iheath it lA taiy brcafi jii 
And Phaenix, that old dotard with grey hairs. 
Ranted three long Icmd liiiest and I$lgg'4 aiy^^« 
So— juft as odier beaux are woht tt) ^q. 
For fear of doing mifchief Jt-^inFitMrj^t 



K<^, 
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Tow, Ladies^ judge between thefe Ions of fire, 
s this a treatment fit for Captain Dyerf ♦ 
at an odd figure fuch a tale will make ? 
folks abroad! and then not let them fpeak ! 
3 be filent we are hither come^ 
might as well have held oar tongues at home- 
Tell ! fure thefe Tragedies are wicked things : 
y tell fuch tales of lovers and of Kings> 
fright poor tender virgiiis ; and with woe 
make the prettieft eyes with tears o'erflow. 
i you approve — ^and fhall it be uniafe 
others to attempt to mike you laugh ? 
* tears look lovely on a beauteous face^ 
fure it fmiles Math a far better grace* 
1 was my project : and my aakward make, 
» dreis, and wft — fure fome of thefe muft take^ 
m be pleas*d> I (hall not greatly mind 
tever ufage I may chance to find« 
he youths rage, and threaten if they wiH: 
fmile from you will teach them to be fiitl« 
r own good fenfe in my behalf will move, 
lead them to applaud what you approve. 



THALAMIUM <>N TH£ MARRIAGE OF T. B. £SQ« 

ME, gentle Hyi«en> god of chafte delights! 
: up the bridal lamp^ and ci;own the rites : 
;, gentle Hyqiyen 1 choofe thy fofteft train ; 
to the tremblinglKride, and footh her pain, 
ler heart-heaving doubts, her virgin fears> 
irtlefs fighs, and love-jEicguiling lears : 

* The name ly yfhifh ht WM QiafniBjr t»IM. 

B a Tell 
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Tell her, the fond expefting bridegroom ftays^ 
Eager for blilsi impatient of delays; 
Comely, as Paris> when the queen of charms 
Led the foft!hfero to his fair one's arms ; 
When joys extatick fwell'd his panting breaft. 
Arid love's, whole God the raptur'd youth pofleft. 

And fee^ (he tomt^ ! the lovely nymph appears ! 
Her tender heart, ftill ftruggling with her fears ; 
With awful modefty, and humble graeej 
She moves feverely flow her iilent pace j 
Alone unconfcidus df tiheir loftre, ties 
On the dull earth her love-infpiring eyes; 
While on her neck the carele{s curls divide^ 
And languiihingly flow on either fide. 

Lift thy love-5haftcd eyes, bright nym^h ! confeft^ 
Shine out, in all thy heav'n of beauty dreft ; 
fair, as Aurora, o'er th' ethereal plain 
Uprifing, fpresTds her* fllVer-ftudded train; 
Where, riding on the wings of light; flie rears 
Ber radiant head, and combs her golden hairs* 

Ye gentle beaux, that innocently wekr 
Your well'bred lives in bowing to the fair ! 
Survey her charms, and tell me, have you feen 
A hymph more bright on all the crouded green ? 

See ! her Fair forehead, like the queeii of nighti 
Spreads its large orb, and fliines profoiely whiter 
See ! in meanders Winds each bluey Vein^ 
Like ftreaks of azure on a marble plain. 
See, from her eyes a thoufand Cupids dart^ 
And kindle up love's fires in cv*ry heart; 
Her lips — ^but who unmov'd her lips can view ? 
KiA, as the new-born rdle in JE4cii grew! 

• :^ Smooth 
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Smooth 33 the down, that gilds the gloffy fly ! 
>Vnd foft, as a defpairing lover's figh ! 
"Warm, as the flufli, that paints a virgia's fliame ; 
.And rich, and melting, as a poet's dream ! 

Such, upon Ida's top, was Juno feen, 
3>eck'd with the girdle of the Cyprian C^ueen : 
Such round her neck th' ambrofial odors flow'd^ 

And heav'nly-fair her perfcft beauty glow'd : 

Such into tranfport warm'd imperial Jove, 

And melting, mingled majefty with love* 

Thi-ice happy youth ! wh^t rapture fhalt thou try | 
How on her balmy breaft tranfported lie ! 
How Ihall the joyous hours for ever fpring. 
And bear new tranfports on their downy wing | 
Yet how, when thou furvey'ft h^r lovely mind, 
Thy blifi be rais'd 1 thy rapture be refin d ! 

For tl^ee, peyfu^jifion fijaootbs her pily tongue ; 
The eafe of M^t, and elegance of fong. 
Jot thee, thf needle fliaU eqiploy her hand. 
And drefs tlie flow'r^ that drefe the diftant land : 
Rai?'<i by her Ikill, they lift tl^eir ftiining heads. 
And lire, and glow, as in th^ir native beds. 
For thee, the fair fliall fweep the founding lyre, 
And warm thee with an animating fire : 
For thee, the dying melodies decay, 
And foft as iilence melt thy pains away. * 
For thee her pencils fliall in order ftand. 
And nicely guided by her flcilful hand. 
Shall teach the well-feign'd ardbr where to gloiiy. 
Or me}t tlie canvas into real woe. 



For thee, her modeft wit, her graceful air, 
Hci: chearful innocence, her pious care. 



Her 
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Her — happy bridegroom f--^what the wife admire ; 
The virtuous pradife^ and the vain defire ; . 
That wotld of blifs is thine : no weight of wod 
Shall ftop thy happy minutes as they flow ; 
But thou the new-born and the dying day 
With unextinguifh'd rapture (halt furvey; * 
From joy to joy, with Uifs unbounded^ rovej 
And live in all the luxury of love. 



TO THOMAS BURGH, ESQ; NEAR NAAS. 

DUBLIN, AUG. l8, 1733- 



o. 



"NE might fancy, dear Tom, you had got by this tim^, 
Senfe enough of your own to know I had loft mine : 
And therefore 'twou'd be but good-natur'd and fit. 
To help me a little towards finding of it. 
The way to do this, you long lean lazy flow thing. 
Is not by your faying and writing df nothing. 
But take your pen ihflantly, cut a brifk caper. 
And fend me a fheet full of well written paper : 
Let your wit a^d good humor both merrily flow forth, 
\yith laughing, and jokiijg, and -^ dalhing, and fo forth; 
That by op'ning your bottle the fpirits may fly out. 
And by fmelling to them, I may get a fupply out— 
Or if you're afraid that uncorking your head. 
At this diflance the fpirits you fend may be dead. 
Take your whip in your hand — mount at once in your diafr, 
(But be fure that you're muflSed up clofe fmm the air :) 
Thei^ drive near the ^loufe of old Pearce with full fpeed. 
And when you have pafs'd it, (my counfel pray hec^ ;) 
Be fure you alight at the next one and call, 
<« Bring in your long bottk and fpirits and all ;** 

And 
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.And when we have lao^'d 'till we're both of us mad, 
^Perhaps at that time worfb advice may be had 
Than to bid Mrs. Kitty get feady that arinute, 
^nd fans ceremonie to tPijft hcrfelf in it j 
Then jogg on to Old Town, ^jfd hear the mill clack, 
<)ut-roar it a little, and fo travel }»ack. 



TO T fl £ $ A M f > 

JULY %0, 1734. 

X OUR friendly line^y which c^mc to hand, fir^ 
In pt rfon I propofe to' anfwer ; 
And left JP^ fliou'd be far to feek 
The time, I promife it riex't w^ck } 
If I be out in my chifonology. 
Why then Til feifd you an apology; 
So not to mind your mitchihg blue boy. 
That lies and filches tike a fhoe boy, — 
Whom, by the by, I mnfi e'en let to go. 
Si ftylo fides fit garretico: 
What think you, Tom, if I begun 
To let my filly mufe run on ; 
And^ make like all old maids a clatter. 
With many words, and little matter ? — 
For iiiice the criticks have agreed it, . 
As you in Oldmixon may read it. 
That only two thin^ are requit'd 
To make your pbems feem infpir'd, 
Reafon and rhyme — fure we that pais 
For bards of an inferior dafs, 
Aii4 only write for frifk and fun, 
May well be fctlsficd with one : 

N«r 
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Nor can you with an honeft confcicnce, 

WJjen rhyme flows in, complain of nonfenfe; 

So taking all I faid for granted, 

I now proceed to what I wanted. 

And firft, I thank you for your letter, 

Wifliing that I cou'd do it better. . . . * 

Item, — your courteous invitation, 

I have perus'd with approbation. 

Thirdly, and laftly, foon as poifible. 

Viz. when I find myfelf and-horfe abjc, 

I'll mount moft gallantly and pace. 

Or gallop it away to Naas ; 

And there with laughter to beplague you, 

'Till it has fliaken off your ague. 

So, Tom, pluck up a little fpirit, 

l»earn to think better of your claret; 

Look on roaft beef as food ambroiial : 

Pang your dull fpleen up, axid be focial. 

Then when you've nothing left to ^il you, '''. 

I'll bring you down the gay Ophelia, 

And foon convince you of the worth 

Pf one half day's good-natur'd nurth, 



TO THI S AME# ^ 

AUGUST 19, 1736. 

i3lNCE you've got, dearcft Tom, fuchr a queer , kind of 

ftomach, ■-■ ■ 
That the little you cram down muft prefently come up y 
(From whence I Condiide, eiflier that is in dudgeoh;, 
Of the meat you pult mto It likes not its lodging.) 
You may fancy, perhaps, it were kinder aud better 
To fend you a cordial j than write you a letter. 
And rather than force you to fpend your half groat on 
Vile poftage, you'd gladly beftow it on Stoughton. 

/ . ... . Why 
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Why fuppofing all this (as perhaps 'tis all) fair. 
Yet I doubt not my good friend, you'll be the more near ; 
So remember the proverb— ne'er let your heart fret; 
Who can't get what he wou'd — ^muft take what he can get. 

You complain you're not well, and pray what man that's fiqk 
Was ever ikdmitted to chufe his own phylick ? 
Aflc all the phyficians in every place, 
Fi^om Robinfon her^, to the fiirgeon at Naas. 
Search all the back-rooms where their horrid debates are; 
Search all the old files, where their fatal receipts are ; 
Then find me one proof, either ancient or recent. 
That thojr ever confulted. the tafte of their patient, 
^ay, doh't they all take the quite contrary cqurfe. 
And fwear 'tis the better for being the worfe? 
And wou'd you have me, like fome do6lor that crackt is. 
Break the rules of the College, and change an old pra6lice? 

But fince I have told you, by way of dull preface. 
What wou'd make any mortal alive mak« a wry face ; 
Attend to the recipe, Tom, which I give. 
Which tho' wi*ittcn in Englifti may help you to live. 

*^ Two flices of beef will each day be good diet, 
" And the better for taking two ounces of quiet; 
" Seven hours of fleep — ^with three pints of good wine, . 
** W^ill refrefh you when tir'd, and when dull will refine :] • 
^* But hang up all care, let no thoughts fink fo deep 
" To prevent your digeftion, or hinder your fleep ; 
" And be fure go to bed when the dook has ftruck ten, 
** And return from a hunt, e'er it ftrikes fo again." 

This courfe for a month or two if you will take. 
And with Boyde, or at Boyde's drink for laughing fake; 
Fll enfure you your ftomacb*, and freely maintain. 
That except little Geoffrey, you'll b^nilh all pain* . 



?«: 



TO 
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TO THE S AM I. 

FEB. OO, 1733-4. 

X^EAR Tom» methinkif without more prating^ 

You might fuppofe the girls are waitings 

And fince you have already try'd 

What charms by claret are fupply'd : 

£>» ileal away into your chair. 

And come and make us happy here : 

So pritbee> friend, make no delay, % 

Or (what petitions feldom &y,) 

Yqu'U make us rather curfe than pray^ 



TO TI|E 5 A ME? 

Jr RpM where the UScfs Uonid hue, 
Tann'd by brown floods affrights the vicW| 
The Mufe, dear Tom, retires to you! 

As whep (in poets to be^i| 
Without a fimilp's a fin :) ' 
As when fome journeyman, — ^a tayior, 
Chymift, Apothecary— Nailer — 
Pricks his poor fingers, tears his thumbs. 
And bums his eyes to feed his gums ; 
If yet his rags keep out th^ weather, 
If life and foul hold in together. 
He ftrolls dejefted thro' the ftreets. 
Makes a dull bow tx> all he meets; 
And paffing thro' the nice gradations. 
Of dirt, thirftj hunger, want, and patience. 



] 



} 



With 
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TVith his poor pottage meanly Meft, 
Sinks down upon his ftraw to reft :-^ 

Shou'd this foft^ fupple thing afcend 
By chance^ frauds impudence^ or friend. 
To wear a purfe, to riie in poW'r, 
You find him chang'd in half an hour ! 
At once he jofiles into place. 
Looks fortune pertly in the &ce; 
Elbows his frienda,! kicks down his foes. 
Scorns the bafe dirt from which he rofe; 
Buftles aloud among the peers; 
Sets half the city by the ears; 
Then humbly vowsH-^-ifor {X) much worth, 
Skill, fpirit, virtue, and £> forth. 
He's wond'rous modeft, if content. 
To take a &^i in parliament. 

So fares }t — (but lb fadly long 
This wretched iimile has hung; 
There's Ibut one ^ay to p^y you for% 
To make the application (hort.) 
So fares it witl^ the Liffey's tide, 
That Liflfey fwelling now with pride ! 
Thro' the dull bog from which he rofc. 
At firft he rather creeps than flows; 
'Till twifting round, be gai^ in length. 
And motion, what he wants in itrengtb^ 
Windii^g he fteals each little rill, 
/Ind robs the dews of er'ry hill i 
Yet ftiU we trace him from his fod^^ 
And fee him now a idver God : 
But let there come unlook'd for rains^ 
Sudden he foams thro' all the plains ; 
Tears down the beauties df the dales; 
Sweeps o'er the «eadcyw8, drowns the vales ^ 

"Where'er 



I 
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Where'er he fpreads the torrent roars ; 
And while fwains curfe his barren ftiorca. 
He rolls, embrown'd with native mud. 
His upftart, fruitlels,. fancy flood ; . 

Then aflcs, with Yonder, who but he 
Shou'd (hare the empire pf the fca ! 

Hang his proud looks ! — ^l(rt me partake^ '. 
The feaft of thy delicious lake ! 
There blefe the trumpet's fprightly call I 
And catch the eqhoes ere they fall. 
Grant, when I mark the length'ning rays, 
On yonder o6lagon to gaze j 
While the proud terrace and the. wave^ 
Pay each the beauties tl^ey receive^ :.,'.,.. 

Where fmooth and flow thofe windings creepy 
My thoughts an equal meafure keep : 
Dead to the world's ambitious views. 
In fweet foft filence let me mufe ! 
Glide without motiqn J footh my breaft ! 
Quite gradual drop, and fink to reft ! 
Or, when I dread the fcprching fun. 
To yonder grotto let me runi! 
Where hurried dpwn the rocky fteep. 
The torrent rumbles rough and deep ; 
Toft, torn, diftreft, his waters roar. 
And filence flies the trembling fhor^. 
As fome poor youth, whofe eafy breaft. 
No doubts difturb'd, no cares oppreJ&'d ; 
If beauty or if fortunfe frown. 
From joy's gay fummit tumbles down ; 
He flings, he frets, he foams, he raves^ 
•Till, like the tumult of the w^ves, ' 
Faflions on paffions teair hb foul. 
And wafte the heart thro' which tbey roU»-<« 

60 
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So much, (and 'tis enough in confcience^) 
For ftupid, mctaphorick nonfenfc — 
Now to. the bufincis :— Firft, of courfe, . 
Know, mighty fquire ! — I fend your horfe. 
Item, our compliments by dozens. 
To you, our aunt, and all our coufins. 
Item, fince you're fo much a gard'ner. 
Send me a carr, good Mrs. Yarner ! 
Moft hatfte beft fpeed— the nonpareils. 
Shall ftock one hamper by themfelves. 

For t'other— *let me feef~why— there isi 
Artichoke's ftore— rafp— goofe-^mul-bcrries ; 
So fend to-morrow — if you can. 
Nor mind what work may want what man. 

Thus, Tom, fince you have fairly found 
We're neither overturn'd nor drown'd ; ' 

Dread a frelh vifit, feize your garters. 
And hang before we reach your quarters. 



TOMISS DORO OSBURN. 

MARCH 28, 1738. 

OAYS my fovereign lady, who by me is fitting, 
*Tis our pleafure, dear^Sam, that a letter be written; 
neafe your highnefs, quoth I, 'tis exceedingly proper, 
You fee I already am plac'd on my crupper. 
Here's pen, ink, and paper — ^I only prefume 
To enquire what 'tis I miift fay — and to whom. 
You've the honor at prefent my thoughts to impart. 
To a lady who holds no fmall fhare of my heait j 

Fair^ 



$2 ORIGINAL fOEMS. 

Fair, prudent, good nahir'd, and chcarf ul-^tf fb 

I fancy her name may begin with an O— 

And when you command me in prole.or in mexfnre. 

To write to dear Doro, TU do it with pieafure* 

But one thing there is whidi remains to be fixt. 

And which I muft b^ you'll confider of next ; 

Since there muft be a Icttef your thoughts to coiiTCjr,- 

Be fo good as to tell what it is you wou'd fty» 

What it is I wou'd fay !— »I have more to be told. 

Than that pitiful half fheet of paper cam hold ; 

I wou'd wifh her a thoufand times over and over. 

All the joys the beft wife wou'd meet in the beft l^vtr* 

I wou'd talk of her fweetneis^ her virtue aad wojrtb,. 

Her temper, her friendihip, diicretion and mirth : 

I have wiitten them all, my dear queeo — here they iim^ 

But it's time to come now to the matter in hand ; 

Few words, fays the proverb, in bwiineis beft do; 

And for praife— you but tell her wfcat all the world knew- 

Well fay then, imprimis, dear Doro, I fwear 
By ill fortune I've broken the fliaft of my chair ; 
And 'tis but four days fince I heard one by chance fay, 
I think that in Dublin came Vereker Nancy: 
So not having heard of your fi£ter's arriving, 
*Till the only poor carriage I have was paft driving ; 
What horfcs I keep, thro' lack of good hay. 
Being vifibly feiz'd with a total decay r — 
And myfelf being not quite of perfon fo fpai-e^ 
That I fiiou'd adventure to ride on Shaidc's mare; 
I hope you will all think me little i^ faulty 
Tho' my compliment's «Qt paid fo foon as it ought. 

Item, ifyou'llfaaveiaty onone indiftjQ^ds 
Who can't go to you, and is compaaylefs ; 
1[ fliou'd beg as a charity of die firfir Hz^m 
Tlutt my lady and you when you open your eyes^ 

Wou'd 
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Wou*d with Harriet embrace the firft morning that's fine. 
And fhew Harry and Nancy the way heire to dine : , 
And (fo Ihall I pray that you may never want eafc,) 
Ufe your pow'r and prevail with a youth call'd Orontes j 
And Arthur and Ned, who I hear both in town are. 
With parfon Dick Taylor — to take a coach down here. 
If you do, I (hall count it an inftance fo kind 
Of your friendlhip, as never fliall part from my mind ; 
And my fcribe who already begins to look hearty. 
From th^ joy he propofes to fhare in the paity : 
Declares, (tho' perhaps 'tis his bufinefs you'll fay,) 
In return for this favor he always will pray*) 



ODE tORTB£ (J^U E E n's BIRTH DAT. 
WRITTEN IN THE TEAR T^^^^ % 



VtUARDIAN of the faippy iQe, 
On the day propitictus {mile I 
Let the hours, which blefe the year. 
In their whiteft robes appear ! 
And around them fportire move 
Peace, and liberty, and love ! 
Guardian of the happy ifle. 
On the day propitious linile ! 

Bark 1 the people's fliouts proclaim 

Caroline's aufpicious name; 
louder and louder the glad murmur grows: 
Riling iA^ach bofom fwell 
Martial tranfport, publickzeal; 

And joy in tv*Ty afpeft glows. 

Already they forget their woes. 



Already 
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Already tafte the gifts divine. 
Which mark the birth of Caroline. 
Bleffing with unfparing hand. 
Kindly fcatter'd thro' the land. 

Commerce thriving. 

Arts reviving, 

Grandeur growing. 

Plenty flowing. 

Peace and pleafure 

Without meafure, 
Thefe the glories which combine 
To mark the birth of Caroling ! 

Lead the Royal Infant forth; 

The progrefe of her charms difplay ; 
Trace her young virtues, and fiirvey 

The growing wonders of her worth. 
See the graces here and there, 
'Midil the bp'ning bloom appear : 
In her eye the fmiles that move. 
Dimpling the foft cheek of love : 
And the whitenefi of her breaft, 
. Emblem of the foul, its gueft. 

Where innocence with mirth is feen. 

And modefty with eafy mien ; 

True love, and piety fincerej 

And wifdom, with a polifh'd air; 

Friendfhip unbials'd, and a mind 

Fir'd with a boundleis zeal for all mankind* 

How bleft the fair, whofc form refin'd 
Seems but a tranfci'ipt of her mind ! 
Where beauty learns new luftre to affume. 
And virtue ftiincs in beauty's Uoom ! 



p^ 
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And happieft thou of human race, 

(Adorn'd with ev'ry outward grace. 
As Nature's pencil wantoned o'er thy face ;) 
Who, the little world defpifing, 

Haft nobly foar'd above renown ; 

And for religion's fake look'd down. 
From virtue ftill to virtue rifing. 

On all the fplendors of a crown. 

Ind fee ! where fate a nobler love prepares ; 
iee, George, thy virtue's juft^ reward appcai-s ! 
He comes ! he haftens to thy charms ! 
The hero worthy of thy arms ! 
areat, as at Oudenarde's illuftrious plain. 
When plunging over heaps of flain. 
Charging thro^ the thick ainray. 
He open'd wide his wafteful way : 
When high exalted on his creft 
Shone Viflory confeft : 
Liberty before him rode, • 

And Death flood waiting on his nod; 
Around him Tumult and Difmay, 

Pale Defpair, and wild Affright ; 
Tenfold Confufion urg'd their way. 
And Terror adding wings to flight. 
In vain, to flop his fierce career, 
Rufhing in crowds the Gauls appear ; 
In vain the living and the dead oppofe. 

His rage from their refiftance grows : 
This way and that each fainting fquadron turns ; 
This way and that, with headlong force 
He pours the fury of his courfe. 
And foremoft in the battle burns ; 
Seems an whole hoft, himfelf alone, 
And all Bellona is hb own. 

F ' Hymen! 
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Hymen ! in a Hife&l hoar 
Lead bim to the nuptial bow'r } 

Lay his trophies all afide. 
The tenors fi-om hh brqw reiiiove^ 

And pre hvok to the royal bride 
Gentle as the arms of love- 

Crouding round on either hand^ 
See the numerous oflfspring ftandy 

Rifiag fair m virtue's bloom ; 
Honor's nobleft paths purfuihg ; 
All their parents worth renewing > 

Bleffings ot" an age to come ! 

Hymen ! oi the bliisful hoUr 
All thy choiceft treafures pour ; 

All the fweets of love and peace ; 
Love and peace their hours beguiling / 
Round thedi all the Graces fmiling ; 
Beauties more and more &rprizing> 
3)ay by day new tranfports rifing y 
Glory with her train defcending >• 
Ev'ry bleffmg 
Stin encreafing,- 
And from age to age extending. 

Wait on them and on their rzct t 

Now let the royal pair be (hown 
Adding new luftre to the throne : 
Around them puUick care be plac'd. 

And the juft patriot's feaxd flame > 
True Glory by Religion grac'd. 

And Virtue rifing into fame. 
Let Juftice raife her pitying eye ; ~ 
And Mercy, clad with wings to fly. 
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Call forth the nations, and declare- 
What joys their happy people (bare I 

Let Liberty the foremoft ftand ; 
And Peace her fruitfiil olives ftrow; 
Learning and Wealth together flowi 

And Plenty ftretching forth hct hnnd« 

Diftinguifli'd in the glorious fccne, 
Carteret's illuftdous name difplay; 
Such as he ftione* when putting forth 
TTie early fuUncfs of his worth, « 
With all the virtues in his train, 
A nation bleft his happy fway. 

Guardian of the happy ifle^^ 
^ On the day propitious fmilc ! 

*Tis done— and now thy talk is o'er; 

To George's hand the empire's fate rdign ; 
Thy guardian care we aflc no more ; 

Secure in him and Caroline* 



AN tVXNINC AT O-ASTLSTONV 

CI. 
OFFEE now clos*d the dinner fcenes: 

But thou, my Mufe, what ftill remains 

From dark oblivion refcue ! 
My Lady fummon'd to the wood ; 
And Conolly, by all that's good 

Swore we muft fup in Frefco. 

F % n. Whal 



<e OR I G 1 N A L. P O E M S. 

114 

What knighis, what damfelsMlicd forth, 
I'heir lovely forms, their nianly worth. 

Let JXckinfon rndite ! 
We paid nqt th^ fine fcarfs they wore. 
Nor blazon out the axHkS they bore. 

Nor their cockadis fo bright ! 

ni. ,. 

Out honeft verfe, unus'd to lies. 
No Heathen Goddejfes applies ; 

No F0tnu here fhall Ihine ! 
Homer's old Greek few 'fquires caii read ! 
Nor need our gir^s feaxch Ovid's creed 

To teach them^ who's divine- 

IV. 

'*rhis the moh Cknftian Mufe may fweary 
That many a Grace and Love was there, 

Adorn'd with modeft eafe : 
Well ulher'd in by mirth and wit,* 
And what much feldomer we meet, 

A gen'ral will to pl^afe. 

V. 

Now from the mofs-houfi all withdrew : 
Tho' diff 'rent paths our jEetts pyirfue. 

No matter where we ftray ! 
in this bieft fcene no ftep is loft. 
And thofe who wander, do at moft 

But lengthen out their way. 

VI. 

Awful, and ftill, the duflcy fhade 
Had fabled o'er each verdant blade I 

Motion forfook the trees! 
Deep folemn filence r^ign'd around. 
And Echo hardly catch'd the found 

Which waft5 the dyjng breeze \ 
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vir. 
In this wild labyrinth of nighf 
Who loft, or who mifplac'd their fight, -: - 

No Poet can ^nfure : 
SuflSce it, that all dangers paft ; 
^e met, fome earlieft and fome laft, 

Juft at the cottage door, 
yin. 
The cottage ! yes, my honeft friend ! 
Look round, examine, and attend. 

You cannot longer doubt it ! * • 

But 'tis fo exquifitely new. 
So unlike all you ever knew, : . 

We'll fay no more about it | 

The tapers, brougjit from Virtui^ fhrine^ 
At either angle feem'd to fhine. 

Yet barely fhew'd the room : 
pac*d there for contemplation's ufe, • ; 

They look'd juft fitted to produce 

What might relieve the gloomy 
X, . 
Sudden a thoufand ftars arife; 
The quick ele6tric flame fupplies 

Each tree with mimick rays ! . 

While Zephyr J who lay hov'ring near, 
Vow'd froE^.his wing no fingle air ; 

Shou'd interrupt the blaze. . <^ 

XI. 

As quick the fprightly clarions found. 
Echo thro' all the woods around 

The chearful notes purfues ! 
Comus and Jocus blefe the call. 
And men and women, one and all. 

Trip lightly o'er the dews I 
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XII. 

Now cafy mirth, and happy wk» 
Aod feftive jokes around us (it. 

Gay friendfhip guards the door : 
Joy dears the paflage, and within 
There's nothing to be heajxi or ieei9 

But what makes bliis fecure { 



BEAUTY AND VJRTUE- A TAL|^t 

Beaut T and virtue on a day. 

Agreed to^take a friendly walk : 
And both beguil'd the early ray, 
(Where liffiy bids his nmads ftray,) 

In fweet fociety of talk, 
II. 
Jlfightly they iWept the morning dew. 

O'er Virtue's decent limbs was fprea^ 
A mantle of ethereal blue; 
While Beauty wore her native hue^ 

Vcird in ccleftial rofy red. 
iij. 
Arrived at CaJlleUm^ fecure 

The happy manfion each furveys ; 
Where lordly Friendftap fprcads the door, 
Aad Plenty crowns the chearful floor 

WijBa mirth, and liberty, and cafe. 

IV. 

Forth thro* the wilderncfs they run ; 

Thro- tufted lawns, thro* op'ning gladeS; 
Thro* paths impervious to the fun; 
Thro' winding walks whicli meet in one. 

Then loii^ you in the dcepen'd fhades. 

V. Fj 
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V. 

SFrefh from each ftep, ti^e flow'rs perfum'cj 
With various fwects the fragrant air ; 
"Yet not fpontaneoufly they bloom'd, 
^ As flatt'ring Poets havje prefum'd,) 

Luuifa's ha^d had fix'd them there, 
yi. 
J-ike Evcy in herjown Eden plac'd, 

Ere yet fbe mourn'd the ierpent*s gdlc^ 
3he fcattcrs beauties p'cr the vp^afle 
With equal ^gance of taAc^ 

Ajvi bids her j^tw creation fmile. 
vu. 
Now in their view a cottage rofe, 

Modeftly ;ieat, and nicely plain ^ 
Jull fitted for that fweet repofe, 
JVhich, from a guiltlefs confcience, flow^ 
In tranfports lafting and ferene. 

. VIII. 

Here, from the fun's pppreffive ;beao?s> 

Shp the wood's genius^ oft repairs : 
Here poiij^ls aright her pious aims, 
Matul'es her chanta.ble fchemes, 

And.fo?W» the hope of future years. 

IX. 

Hither with quick'ning fpecd they fly. 

Both eager its relief to fhare ; 
When juft, ere they approach'd too nigh^ 
A fuddcn gjaoce iuform'd their eye 

Zouifawzs already tjiere. 
z. 
A paufe of dumb furprize enfu'd ; 

Both gaz'd in fUe^ce, and admir'd; 
She^ fix'd as contemplation, ilood. 
While gently Aiding to the wood. 

By her urinotic'd they retir'd. 
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XI. 

Then Virtue thus — " So clofe combin'd 
'* Siftjer! our int'rcfts ne'er can part : 

** And can we thro* all Nature find 

** A fairer formj a purer mind, 
** Or guided by a better heart ? 

XII. 

*' Here then, dearjijler ! let us ftay ; 

*^ Here be our kindred aids beftow'd I 
^' To other friends we'll fomctimes flray, 
•' But be pur vifits where they may, 

<« This only be our fix'd abode !" 

XIII. 
From that bleft hour they never Qeafc 

Mutual to deck Louifas form : 
Beauty lends Virtue all her grace. 
And Virtue o'er that finifli'd face; 

Gives double force to ev'iy charm. 



ON THE DEATH OF LORD OPHALY. 

OCTOBER 25, 1765 

JL^ENT for a moment, juft beheld, and mourn'd ! 
"With inborn worth, with outward grace adorn'd ! 
(As fome fair light that glitters in the £ky,' 
Gaz'd at by all/ expires in pafling by) 
In virtue's paths ambitious to excel. 
And, by right thinking, form'd for ading well: 
Open, yet prudent through extremes to fteer; 
His wit ftill courtly, his addrefs fincere ! 
Such was Ophaly ! fuch life's colours blend 
The bcft bred youth, and the bcft natur'd friend ! 
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Oh, had kind time but lengthened out his fpan ! 
Had years ftretch'd forth his virtue into man ! 
Had heav'n indulg'd the tender buds to grow, , 
*Till the full bloiToms gather'd ftrength to blow ! 
How had his thoughts, matur'd by reafon, fhin'd ! 
How had age bleft the plan^ his youth defign*d ! 
How had his merits ev'ry hope engrofs'd ! 
The ppople's darling, ainid the nation's boaft ! 

Yet ceafe, aiBi6led pair, to afk relief 
t'rom the fad filcnt folitude of grief ! 
Too fine indeed his tender thread was fpun. 
Short was hisTace, but it was nobly run. 
On the world's ftage to judge who moft excel, 
Mark not how long they a6led — but how well : 
The cirde of an inch may be compleat 
As that which compafles a large eft ate. 
Short tho' the bloom, to one fweet yoiith configh*d, 
Refleft how fair a promife is behind. 
Warm'd with young hope, each virtue in his view, 
William fliall bid Ophaly ttiine anew:'* 
Heir of his worth, and rival of his fame. 
He pants already for as bright a name| ' 
And longs, 'till his own viitues have repaid 
The tears he offer 'd to his brother's fliade-'* 
Young as they are, the rifing offspring vies 
To ftiare alike the. labor and the prize : 
'While time's beft pencil o'er the virgin train 
Spreads the chafte blufli, which foftens beauty's chain ; 
And kindly mingles thro* the gen'ral race, 
AJl Kildare's glory, and all Richmond's grace. 



A HYMN 
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A UYia/lN, UPON PEl>lCJiTlNC A CRpVE 

castl;etpn to ilvoltlo^ 



H 



I. 
ENCE, ye profane? 

Never fliall impicms wretcb agaii:i 

This air with breath unhallow'd ftaxn ! 

To thee, .ApoUo, fburce of light ! 
To thee, great guardian of the lyre ! 

Who doll in h^v'nly verfc delight,^ 
And lore an4 mufick cast infpir^ : 

To thee we dedicate this happy grove^i 

Sacred to harmony and tej^kder love. 

And hafte, approach ye few 
To w^om y^ur patron dpes difpenfc 
His ever blcfled influence : 

You that have rightly learn*4 to prize 
The great example which his bounty {hews ^ 
Whofe kind prolifick travel o'er the ft:ies. 
To nature, vigor, and new life befiows ! 
For fiicb (and pity *tis no more are found,) 
Are only fit to tread the holy ground, 
Whofe charity, like his rays, difdains all bound. 
Nor thou difdain this calm retreat. 
Near which Benevolence has fix'd her feat ; 
And fmiling o'er the fay'rjte ground 
* Spreads her expanded bleflings ^1 arouijd. 
III. 
Farent of light J great fburce pf day !• 
Hither dart thy genial ray ; 
Here let thy choiceft gifts be (hed, 
...Peace, juftice, liberty ^d trade. 



^ 
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Such as we fdt ihidr force divine, 
While he, the patriot, o?*er the land 
Difpers'd them with unfpariiig hand, 
Wlio too, too foon to heaven is fled: 

Whofe CQurfe fo well refembled thine ; 
Andtho' we mourn his parting i-ay. 

Still inexlinguifliably bright : 

Like thee diffufing heat and light. 
He gives fome worthier world an equal day. 

IV. 

Come and blefs the happy plain. 
With thy fofteft fweeteft train ! 
Let Mirth with open front advance. 
And Love lead up the chearful dance ! 
Melting Melody delighting ; 
Youth with Innocence inviting: 
Eafy Wit the hours beguiling. 
Round the Graces ever fmiling ! 
Joy, with all his fons defcending. 
Cay Good-luijnor ftill attending I 

Ev'ry f leafure 

Beyond meafuie 
€rown tiie happy, happy plain! 
Parent of light! great fpurce of day! 
Thus ovr annual rites wc pay, ^ 

V. 

il^ere fhall no fanguiaary victims die> 

To ftain the facred flkrinc ; 
Thefc trees our lacrifice fupply, 

They bring us fruit and yield us wine. 

Our heads vdth ivy fhall be bound ; 

With olive all our temples crown'd ; 

.Emblems, that peace, good-will, and love. 

United reign within this grove^r 

^ Parent 
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Parent of light I great fource of day ! 
Hither dart thy genial ray. 

VI. 

And fee, he grants the juft defire ! 
I feel, I feel the God infpire ! 
And big with this prophetick ftrain, 
New raptures fire my brajn ! 

^* While gratitude on earth fliall dwell, 
'* This grove fliall to the world proclaim^ 
" Its foundrels's much honor'd name, 

" And her unfpotted virtue te|l." 
Whofe life fliall an example be 
Of gen'rous hofpitality, 
*Till time is fwallow'd in eternity. 



BORAGE, EOOK. !• EPJSTLE Y. IMITATE; 
TO EDWARD THOMPSON, E S Q^% 



NQV. %8, 173;^. 



JL F fiee'd from matters of more weight 
You'll ftoop to take an homely treat. 
To Stephen's Green be pleas'd to come ; 
Name but your hour, and I'm at home. 
There you fhall find, jutt fit to ufe, 
A dozen bottles of Mergooze, 
The beft, upon a merchant's word, 
That Tucker's cellar can afford. 



Horac 
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Horace may cenfure, if he pleafes, 
His wine, and drink what he difpraifes ; 
He may deal freely with his friends, 
Becaufe he knows to make amends : 
And if the glafe ben't truly fine. 
His wit and humor make it ftiine; 
But we, that have no other merit, 
Muft mind the goodneis of our claret ; 
'Tis our own fault if ill we choofe. 
As far as fimple claret goes : 
For Burgundy, and fuch high liquor. 
We muft e'en wait 'till Tm a Vicar. 
A Vicar! and pretend to nefiar! 
No friend, e'en ftay 'till you're a Re6l6r ! 
Altho' I can't precifely fay 
When there's a real holyday. 
Yet with a word (if you'll but fpeak one,) 
The Cuftom-houfe will gladly make one. 
So, good Sir, leave each mighty matter. 
That keeps you on each fide the water ; 
And throw your papers on the fhelf. 
And let the kingdom mind itfelf. 
What ! when a man's in your high ftation, 
Muft he mind nothing but the nation ! 
And muft, when there's the leaft aSair,. 
The gay Commiflioner be there ! 
If fo, what needs this wafte of brightnefs. 
This wit, and elegant politenefs ? 
When you as well had been a lord. 
Or any other of the Board ? 



For my part, I confels it fairly, 
I love a bottle moft fincei;ely ; 



And 
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And let the grave Dons fliake their head, 
I'm for a glafs of hoAcft red \ 
As who wou'd not be ? — wine can do 
\Vhatever you will pat ft to ; 
tJnmaflc the fuUen filent knave, 
And force the coward to be brave > 
Teach the dull 'Squire a witty jeft. 
And light young hope for the diftreft^ 
Who that has drunk a fecond bottle. 
But grows as wife as Ariftotle ? 
His want of money who has felt 
With a full flalk beneath his fecit ? 
Thus much Til promifc you — tho' plairt. 
Your plates* and linen, fhall be clean ; 
And, tho' till toafts begin to fly. 
My wife and fitter may be by. 
Say what you will ; drop any word ; 
It goes no farther than the Bard. 
I'm orthodox ; and verfe or profe 
With us 'tis all beneath the rofe ! 
One thing indeed I don't pretend. 
To match you with an equal friend i 
And therefore make it my requeft. 
You'll name the perfons you like befl^ 
Dilkes I fhou'd hope wou'd be fo kindy 
Unlet fome girl is in the wind ; 
And if the fpleen he be not funk in. 
Perhaps I cou'd prevail on Dunkin.^ 
But I name none : — ^you know my treafufe> 
So come and drink it out at leifure ; 
Bring who you pleafe •- — juft tell the Mufe 
How many, when, and whom you cbufcy 
Then leave dull bufincfs to the crew 
That can find nothing elfe to do : 



For once in vain let pity call ; 
Reje6l^ petitions one and all ; 
And tho' the crowd of begging faces^ 
Prels forward to explain their cafes; 
Bi4 James provide the coaft be clear. 
Then kindly flip into your chair. 



TO TH£ SAM£. 



MAY 4, 1737^ 







H be thou happy! xftay each new born day 
Full and more full thy growing blifs furvey ! 
Blefs'd in thyfelf may your well guided choice 
Wit, beauty, virtue, teach you to rejoice ! 
Still may you find thro' ev'ry ftage of life, 
Yo\ir friend, your partner, your indeed a wife- 
Still may the hours, obedient to .your will. 
Peed ev'ry hope, and ev'ry wifh fulfil ! 
Pay ev'ry joy, keep ev*ry blifs in ftore 
Which were worth minded, had been your's before ! 
Thus pray'd the Bard, by grateful thoughts infpir'd ; 
Thus Hymen anfwcr'd what the Bard defir'd* 

How hard to find where ev*iy beauty grows, 
A mind that anfwers what the afpeft (hews ! 
And yet unlels this inward beauty charms. 
How frail, how worthlefs are the fineft forms J 
How hard \rfiere witj wealth, valor, fame are feeil, 
To Ifnd the true good natui*'d heart within 1 ^ 
And yet, Mdthout this melting of the brcaft. 
This fecial foftnefe, what arc all the reft ? 

S9 
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So rare it is for either fex to boalt 

That which in either fex we look for m6ft. 

Suppofe the man be feen, the woman found. 
And cither fex with each perfection crown'd ; 
How rarely fo are thefe perfe6lions plac'd. 
That each juft tallies to the other's tafte? 
How rarely look they with each other's eyes. 
Or both the charms which each poffeffes pi'ize? 
*Tis this bleft tie, this harmony of heart; 
(By wealth not purchased, and not feign'd by art,) 
When by a long and juft experience taught. 
We praife each virtue, and excufe each fault ; 
When from ourfelves each other we approve. 
And what we fancy fondnefs, is felf-love : 
*Tis this, the mutual grafping of the mind. 
To catch in each what's moft in each, rcfin'd ; 
*Tis this, which makes our happinefs fecure. 
And this is Thompfon's when he marries Moore- 



TO THE SAME. 

JAN. I8, I732-: 

Jb ORGIVE the Mufe, whom grateful thoughts deligl 

Oblig'd fo much, if fhe prefumes to write ; 

And haftens with officious zeal to pay 

The lowly tribute of a thankful lay : 

Rude in the arts which grace the tuneful kind. 

She boafts no merit, but an honed mind. 

'Tis your's. Fame's moft illuftrious paths to chufc. 

And open wide the fair extended vicM^s ; 
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To tafte Ae joy, fo little undcrftood. 

The elegant delight of doing good t 

Prone to prevent the modeft man's requeft> 

And tbink it merit to be much diftreft. 

With fuch a Ibul, with thoughts refin'd as thofe> 

The darling of the Mufe, Maecenas rofe: 

JRais'd by his hand, by his indulgence freedj 

^e Bard of Mantui tun^d his grateful reed ; 
\ In verfe immortal fung the heros name. 
And what he got in bounty, gave iii fame. 
Oh ! did the Nine, like his, my breaft infpire. 
And kindle into flame the fecrcd fire I 
Soon fliou'd my heart with equal ardoi' glow. 
And equal praife to equal worth beftow; 
^ch gratefiil thought improve the poet^s rage> 
And Thompfon's fame give Value to the pagc^ 
Yet, as it is, tho' feebly they infpire, 
A^d barely fan the embers of a fire ; 
Accept this verfe, thus uriadorh'd with ait^ 
And judge not by the head— ^-but by the heart.] 
•V'lien gratitude brings in her debt of praife, 
•Tis not how much, but \dth what mind ftie pay3# 
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0UN6 IB the world, and artlefs in the way^ 
^f courtly freedoms, aadagraccfiil eafe; 
With books but ill, with breeding lefe fupply'd, 
^Q friend to polifli, and no wit to guide : 

G Say, 
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Say, Gralitude ! what numbers wilt thou chufc ? 
Oir how ^refs out a country ctiratfc's mufc i 
With unaffe6led flraifis, ?n Nature's fyitey 
How fit herto approach the inoft polite ? 

Fain wou'd I ftrive to ^ra6i?fe ct'ry art^ 
That fuits a grateful and an honeft heart. 
*Tis our leaft tribute when our hopes are rais'dj 
To give back joy by fliewing we are pleas'd. 
And, confcious of the debt I ought to pay, : 
I fearch tor wit, and labor to be gay ; 
To fhew a chearful mind, and wear in view 
The happinefs I fed when I'm with you. 

And yet I know not how, an uncouth ftiame> 
The ape of modefty^ ftill thwarts my aim ; 
Still felf abadi'd I ftifle in the birth 
The faint beginnings of an aukward mirth ; 
My thoughts, unutter'd, on my tongue depend^ 
And I difpleafe thro' fearing to offend. 
Oh well adorn'd, with ev'fy grace refin'd ; 
That fteals the eaf, arid captivates the mind ! 
Oh let mc learn the fecret art from you. 
To run the race of wit and humor through ! 
With fpirit rally, to inftruil: with eafe, 
With mirth to cheriih, stnd with fenfe to pleafe. 
Then Ihou'd my heart its honeft warmth declare^ 
With well bred fiaiikhels, and a gayer air* 
Low as they creep, thefe infeft thoughts fhou'd rife# 
Try their young wings> arid wave their gloiTy dies ; 
And grateful flutter, round th' indulgent eye 
That gave them feracc tbihine, and ftrength to fly4 



% 
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to THJ^ SAM£* 

FEB. 17, i73i-3» 



o> 



'NE miglit have fancy'd this rough dime 
Shou*d hardly trouble you with rhyme; 
That where the fun himfelf retires. 
He'd fcarce light up poetick fires : 
Or ihou*d he one poor blaze fupply. 
For want of fuel it muft die. 
For what tho' friendfhip calls the Mufe I 
Yet Where's the fu^jeft fit to chufe ? 
'Midil broken rocks^ and waAe abodes. 
Bleak loughs, and unfrequented roads. 
What ha^fhc here her thoughts to raife ? 
Or how caii fancy hope to plcafe ? 
How furnilh out a proj>er feaft. 
And fit it to fo nice a tafte? 

For put the cafe, that all around 
I trod upon Parnaffian ground ; 
(As by the barren foil and air 
A man wou'd almoft guels it were) 
Suppofe too, rhymes were iiever fcarce* 
And ev'ry Ihrub brought forth a verfe : 
Yet ttill the difficulty lies ; 
Will the bare jingling words fuffice? 
Or won't you think there (hou'd be found 
Some images drefs'd in that found ? 
Here then let's fearch about, and try 
What objefls Nature will fupply; 

G a Yor 
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For Nature ftill muft play het party 

The grdund-work of the poet's art. 

That litid laice, where ruihes grow. 

Will numbers teach it how to flow l 

'fbott ragged rocks that frown fo fierce^ 

How ftiall vfe polilh them in' verfe ? 

Cah Poets give that dreary fcene 

A fuit of ct«nfortaBl^ green ? 

Or have cv'ri* Orpheus' ftrains the flkili 

To heave up trees td yon brown hill ? 

Spite 6f the chirms his art fupplies. 

Bleak, barren^ bare,- the profpeft lies, 

And the beft office of the tongue 

Is e'en to let it lie unfung. 

Fir'd with the fearch^- I try to find 

A fofter piftui*e in my mind ; 

And there I ofteii meet, 'tis true. 

More pleafing thoughts — ^the thoughts of yob': 

Where gratitude and truth combine 

To make the juft idea fliine > 

Studious true excellence to raife. 

And ^thout flattery to' praife. 

Yet what, alas, will this aVail,- 

If all I think I muft conceal ? 

Your modefty won't let me fay 

What of yourfelf with truth I may ; 

And if Tm privileg'd to fend 

But the bare wiflies of a frifcnd. 

And without talking of yotrr worth,- 

Pray for yont health,- wealth, and fo foi'A:' 

Why, how will this fwell out a' letter ? 

Or is my cafe one whit the better ? 

When ten or twenty liheS' at moft,. 

Are all that I can give the poft ^ 
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4nd yet you fcie^ that come what wiQ^ 
Ifiy Clio will be doing ftill : 
yixxh all her wants> a fecoiid tinie 
She ventures to- appear in rhyme; 
And impudently tries her pen. 
To tempt you tp Xxy your's again: 
per aim is> (juft like their? who fold 
Their fhining toys for Indian gold,) 
To be in(iprov'd at your expence. 
And barter rhyme for wit and fenfe; 
Carelels, if this defign fucceed 
What ftorms the criticks have decreed. 

The mei-chant thus( by tenajJefts crod&'d. 
And back into his harbour tofs'd, 
Tho' various accUents detain 
And come bet^ireen him a^d his gain, 
"Yet views from far the precious ore. 
Then counts upon his coming ftore; 
^ufh'd with new hopes he trufts the fea^ 
yUd boldly plows the wat'ry way. 



CORONATION PROLOGVX. 

r •• • 

OCTOBER II, 1751. 

I USTLY we marie, 0*1 tins aufpiciojuis day, 
"he joys whichjlow from peorge's happy fway : 
uftly to him the gen'ral praife is due, 
Vho makes the .gen'ral good his only vie^. 
Vith no vain fiimes of falfe ambition blind, 
*riiice of his people, friend of human kind; 

Dieadful 
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Dreadful in arms, be props the facrcd caufcf 
And fights for virtue, liberty, and laws : 
Oppreffion trembles ! ty his aid reflor'd. 
Empires revive^ and ble^s his righteous iwoxi \ 

Serene i^ councils, \vhca bis wakeful eye 
Explores the paths where untry'd bleffings lie^ 
Commerce extends; each fubje6l hails his namej 
And jealous nations pine at Britain's fame ! , 
Rebellion vanquHli'd ; tyranny depr^fs'cl ; 
Europe unchain'd ; and h>lf the world ^t reft [ 
Such are the gifts from George's hancj that ipringj^ 
And fucb the grandeur of Britannia's king I 
And thou, Hibcraia! taught,, tho* late to U^rive^, 
Who fee'ft in Dorfet all thy hopes revive. 
Rich in the kindnefs of thy Monarch's care. 
And happy in his gracious image here : 
Ifland of faints! thy ancient praife reftoi-e^ 
Not the dull pomp gf fuperftitious lore ! 
But inborn valour, loyal worth unftain'd. 
Well-tempered zeal, and charity unfcign'd. 
This be our pray'r : Oh reign, great Prince, defign'd. 
To aid, to clierifh, and protecl mankind! 
And when, long henccj, thy labors to repay, 
Heav'n calls thee to the ^ibwn ^'hioh can^ decay ; 
Then may our other hope, young George, appeal^. 
Thy realms',^ thy virtues^ and thy glory's hejr ! 
Form'd by thy precepts, by thy ardor fir'd. 
Glory Ihall a^*wbat' pidy- infpir'd ! 
,From fomenew Dettin^en our fons (hall know> 
How virtue teaches lU)erty to grow ! 
And peace, and .plenty^ .while around they fmile, 
3haU tell, how Pocfet fUc&'d Hibernia's iOe I 



TQ 



ORIOINAt POEMSJ. 87 

TO TI1£ DXJKE OP PQRSET. 

fZB. Z6, 1750. 

LEST in our idle toi^-rvi^h artleli mirth 
• wives and children crowd the fbcial hearth p 
7 glows the grateful breaft, and joins fincerc 
the full glafs an undi^embiing pray'r. 
h from the cork, and while it fparkles moft, 
let, who gave the living, leads the tpaft. 
n blefs the King ! and next the royal line 

glorious mcm'ry a new bumper's thine. 
1 joys thy boupty taught our hearts to know, 
•1 to Hibernia may'ft thou long beftow I . 

long diflfus'd by thy protedinc hand 
r plenty crown, and peace refine the landf 
J, with. the dawn, and when the light decays, "^ 

low, or grave; in wild or fober lays; > 

poet wiOies, aj^d the parfon prays. j 



UO&ACS, book: IV. ODS v. IMITATED. 
:RIB£D to Ills GRAqE THE DUKE OF DORSET. 

^RMT) to command, yet grac'd with ev'ry art, 
ch fweetens empire while it wins the heart! 
et ! our gUaVdian ! for thy promis'd fway, 
long we languifh and accufe thy ftay. 
King has granted, and the grateful land> 
3 for the well-known bleffings of thy hand. 

Hafte 
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Hafte then, and where thy virtues oft have fhone. 
Cheer the glad hearts thofe virtues made thy own- 

Thy prefence kind, as from her genial wing, 
Drop the young treafures of returning fpring, ' 
Bids the earth fmile ; gives Nature to be gay; 
Joy to the heartj^ and beauty to the day. 
As when fome youth, the tender parent's heir ; 
Son of her hopes-^her pieafure and her care ; * - 
From his lov'd home dividiid by the main. 
Or bus'nels urges, or cit)fs winds detain: 
For him fhe offers all her fighs and pray'rs. 
The warmth of piety, the force of tears : ' 
Tries ev'ry art, examines well the gale. 
Eyes the bept fhore, and watches eV'ry fail ; 
With equal ardor, and tvith vows as free, 
Dorfet, this longing nation calls for thee. 



SPOKEN to THE DUKE OF DORSET AT THt 

COLLEGE LIBRARY, 

BY HIS SON THE LORD GEORGE SACKVILLE, 

JANUARY I73I-2. 

Jr ROM each bleft toil which well Ipent grandeur fliate 

From publick praifes and from publick cai-es ; 

From the loud thanks a grateful land beftows. 

And crowds that blefe their guardian as he goes ; 

Pefcend, my Lord, to left exah:e4 fcenes, 

Where folemn thought and peftlive filence reigns ; 

Where virtue forms her children as they grow. 

And teaches firft the patriot iiamc to glow : 

■'••'•- • He; 
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; meditation's awful path we tread, 
frix in converfe with the mighty dead, 
it fouls, whofc merits fliall thro' ages laft, 
wonder and the glory of the paft ; 

• liv*d like you the bleffings of mahkind, 
alor freed tiem, and by arts refin'd. 

I too the Nine by long attendance known, 
and to be protected as your own; 
i fuppliant pride around your prefence plac'd, 
f view that fame by which their fongs are grac'd» 

Is your's, my Lord, to feel the gen'rous flame, 

firft in bounty as the firft in fame ! 

your*s a poor deje6led land to raife, 

to reward with fomething more than praife : 

)id once more the fifter arts to thrive, 

teach our ancient ardor to revive. 

oi'd by your hand, by your example taught, 

breafts already kindle as they ought ; 

I panting ftill to raife perfe6lion highei-, 

I aim to be that hero all admire : 

ev'ry youth in this bleft ftrife engage 

• firft fhall rife the Dorfet of his ^ge. 



3L0GUE FOR THE I>RINCE*S BIRTH I>AY, I^SZ. 



3 teach mankind how publick bleffings grow ; 
)oint out whence they get — and what 'they owe; 
irarm their fouls, an honeft flame to raife, 
tell the infant ardor where to blaze : 

For 
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For this the pious Mufe began to wake. 

And gen'rous aftors firft were taught to fpeak ; 

To fpread the wife inftruflion, doubly crown d 

With grace of aftion, and with ihength of found t 

Thus form'd by prudence, thus enforced by art. 

The precept melts, and links into the heart. 

Wkh equal views, no wonder if we prefe 

To give our chearful thoughts their honeft drefi ! 

To boaft what bleflings from our Monarch fpring ; 

And tell aloud the grateful thanks we bring ! 

Tho' deep the cloud which late obfcur'd the fcene, 

So^n rofc our fun, and made our ikj ferine : 

Glorious and good! our mighty George's zeal 

Provided prudent for the general weal! 

Anxious, he footh'd the weeping nation's groan. 

And foften'd ev'ry forrow but his ownT " 

And lo ! propitious to his love appears, 

Rifing in blooiny youth, his prop of yeara. 

Young George! the kingdom's hope I his grandfire's car< 

His child, his joy, his ibage, and his heir! 

Thus happy, let their voice the nations raife. 

And pay, for publick bleflings, publick praife ! 

And thou, Hibernia, taughtTo well to fhare 

Thy King's affeftion in thy Dorfet's care, 

(Thankful for bounties long already paft,' 

And ftill more faithful to confefs the lafl,) 

Ifland of faints ! aflift the pipus band; 

And fend this honeft vow throughout the land { 

Such Kings for ever blels Britannia's ifle ! 

Such Viceroys ever bid Hibernia fmile. 



O.RIGINAL POEMS. 9, 

Bff ODE lOR HEB MAJESTY'S BIR^U PAY, ;73S-6. 
R £ G I T A 'A I V E. 

\t HERE'ER merma's tuneful I)rrc is ftrung. 



Let Carolim's birth be iiing ! 
By honcft gratitude infpii'd. 
Let ev'ry heart be fir^d: 
And with an uhdiffembling voice, 
Awak'd by duty and by choice. 
Let all the fons of liberty rejoice. 

I> u E T. 
Prais'd for ever be the day. 

Which propitious 

To our wilhes 
Calls forth the tributary lay ! 
Such as it taught us firft to meafure 
In our hopes the growing treafure. 
And preferves 4^0 our pofleffing, 
Still fecuie the mighty bleffing ; 
flappy thus beyond expreffing 
• '. Ever l^tuj) hail the day! 



} 



Da Capo. 



AIR* 
By faSion torn, by war diftrefs'd, 
While the nations round arc walle, 
Our's is the boaft amid the dire alarms. 
To lofc no glory, yet fufpend our arms : 
Tis ours poffefs'd of halcyon days ^ 

Still bleft, aijd'happy, if we pleafc > 

Ta (hare the fweets of honorable cafe. J 

Da Capo. 

RECITATIVE. 
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RECITATIVE. 

Such aie the joys from George's hand that flow ; 
i^ch ar-e the joys which monarchs fhou'd bdlow* 
Such (arm'd with delegated fway) 
His confort kindly thro' the land 
Has fcatter*d with unfparing hand. 
And bade th^ willing realms obey* 



Oh thou, whom virtue long has (hewi^ 
Superior to the higheft throne. 
And mark'd out ev'ry grace thy own I 
Thou that haft well enlarg'd thy mind 
ItVith views of good to human kind! 
On this' poor natidn daft thine eye. 
And hear its orphans as they cry; 
Loyal and low, we beg to Thafe, 
TThe joys gf thy parental care* 



! 



pa Capo- 
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^is done — ^the friend of all the miidi diftreft, 
iP<nfeiy brings wealth, and peace, and reft : ' 
The grateful land with «rdor wiH obey 
ilie ibeptre he is qs'd to fway ; 
And by experience taught, tohfefe 
That pow'r, whofe aim it is, t6t)le6. 

ie> t E T« 
Mark th^ train l^hei^ e-r lie paffes t 
All the Virtue^ all the Gtaces. 
Crown'd with B^ercg^, i-ound him £^^ 
And humanity with 'i{/k. 



Arts^ 
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Arts beneafth his influence thriving; 
Commerce once again reviving ; 
Peace that points to promised treafure> 
True religion link'd to pleafure ; 
Plenty on the iwain defcending. 
Glory- with her ponrp attending i 
And ftill ready at her call. 
Liberty, that guards them all; 

A I K. 

Jlence, hence away with ev'ry care ; 

Each real and diffembled fear ! 

And mingled with their kiMred duft. 

Lie poor fufpicion and diftruft ! 

By George and Carolina bleft^ 

'Tis our own folly if we're yet diffreff. 

Here the bell patriot's he who beft obeys, 

"Where the King's glory b his people's eafc- ' 

Da Capp-r 
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Then let again th^ lyre be ftrung ? 
Again ht Carolina fung! 

Prais'd for ever be the day f 
Such as it taught us firft to meafure. 
In our hopes th^ growing treafuit ; 
And preferves to our poffefling^ 
Still fecure the mighty bleffing ; 
Happy thus beyond expreffmg 
Ever let tis hail the day 1 



} 



THE 
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THX CIlAPLAlN*S PETITION TO THE 
DUKE Of DORSET. 

May it pleafc your Grace, 

JKkJLLALA's good Bifliop will think I ill treat him. 
With my Lord and my Lord when ftiall I be in waiting I 
I proteft, Mr. Shepherd, you'll pleafe to remember 
My fii*ft application's as old as November. 
• But fure, fir, you know that in thefe kinds of cafes. 
The rule of precedence is titles and places : 
You can't oblige all, fo what method remains 
But to do as wc fliou'd, give the lead to the Deans. 
Pleafe your Grace, I muft own this proceeding is right. 
Yet I can't but complain that I fuffer much by't ; 
F<^ the fcheme fliews one regular purpoft cohfefl. 
Where he cannot ferve all — to ferve thofe that are beft; 
Becaufe Do61ors are fwarming, and Deans from all parts. 
And I'm but a Vicar and Mailer of Arts. 
I muft, the thing fpeaks itfelf, e'en ftep afide, 
'Tis but fit the beft known fhould the firft be deny'd ; 
He'll do well enough Ihoud the Duke chance to ftay. 
When April begins to look forward to May. 

Good, my Lord, I woii'd flay with the patience of Job, 
Nor tread on the heels of the leaft of my robe ; 
But Fm really ambitious to ftand near your Grace, 
And they tell me that praying and preaching's my place : 
That honor I pant for, but where's the kind fcheme 
Without breaking the rule that will profper my aim ? 



Ob, 
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Oh, my Lord, what alas am I going to fay ! 
The impudent Mufe. threw it juft in my way : 
There's a church, a cathedral Achonry they call^ 
Wou'd your Grace for the joke's fake grant me its firft flail : 
This wou'd keep the rule, and ^ou'd make my Lord eafy, 
Wou'd fliut many mouths that are open to teize you ; 
Wou'd blefs your own Vicar, and as the cafe ftands. 
Be a iinifhing flroke to the work of your hands : 
And you'll linile to behold when I'm fettled that feat in. 
How the Bilhop will look when the Dean is in waiting* 



HORACE, BOOK 1. EPISTLE IS:. IMITATEDt 
TO HIS GRACE THE PVKE OF DORSET. 



Jl OMM Y, my Lord ! my younger fon, wou'd fcenij^ 
Bcft to difcern my rank in your cfleem : 
for which his hourly applications prefs 
That I'd (forfooth) commend him to your Gract 
Modefl and gay;— juft ftarting forth to age. 
Fit and ambitious to be Dorfet s page ; 
Where, in his native innocence* fecu re, 
His parts might flourifli, and his heart be pure: 
While thus he thinks I'm licens'd to apply. 
He knows my int'reft better far than I- 
Tir'd and perplex'd, your Grace may well condudf 
I ofier'd him each fair excufe I cou'd ; 
But to fay trdth, I fcar'd he might fuppofe 
I fit too heedlefs how his fortune goes I 
And indolence for filch a fon had fhown. 
My cares were ccnter'd in myfelf alone. 

To 



^ 



95 ORIGINAL poems: 

To eafe his heart, the vile reprdaicH to fhun,' 
Tciz'd, as a friend— and as a fktherj won; 
I put on a bold front — and if your Grace 
Caii pardon impudence in tmy cafei 
indulge his ardent hope— the boy you'll fiild 
Has a good peifori, and an Koiieft miindl 



MART. LIB. VI- EPIG. Xi 

Jl AUCA Jovem nuper cum millia forte rbgarem^ 
Ille dabit, dixit, qui mihi Templa dedit: 

Templa quidem dedit ille Jovi : fed millia nobis 
Nulla dedit : pudeat pauca rdgafle Jovem. 

At quam no'n tetriciis} quam nulla nublliis Iri; 

Quam placidus noftra^ legerat ille preces ! 
Tailt^, fupplicibus tvibuit Diademate Dacis ; 

Et Capitolinas itqtie reditque Vias. 

Die precor, 6 noftri die confcia Virgo Tonanlis ! 
Si negat hoc Vultu, quo folet ergo dare ? 

Sic ego : — fie breviter pofito mihi Gorgone Pallas : 
Qjiae nondum data fimt, ftulte negata putas ? 



MAkTlAL, BOOlt VI. JtPICRAM 3t. IMITATEIJ. 

VJf AZING with joy on Tommy's manly air. 
My heart burft forth into a lilent pray'r : 
•* Oh ! wou'd the King once truft that ftripling's hand 
*^ To fpread his colors on theGallick ftrand !" 

Perhj 
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?erhaps, to blefe that wifli, my hopes rcply'd^ 
xfet, who gave your living, may providei 
Dorfet, indeed, gave livings more than one. 
But ftill there's no cbmmiffion for iny fon : . -. 

And I Ihou'd blui]i to teize his gen'rous breaft ; 
Yet feem'd he not difpleis'd at my requeft ; 
But fpoke, and fmird^ as if his friendly aid 
"Wou'd beckon modeft merit from the fliade : 
With fuch obliging grace, if he denies ; 
"What afpeft muft he wear— when he complies T* 

Denies ! — why fure your wits are turn'd afide ! 
U you, what's only not yet giv'n, denied ? 



to HIS GRACE THE i>UKK OF DEVONSHIRJBfcfc 



t 



Y Lord, "ji'ermit me to reveal my pain ; 

I to yourfelf, tho' of yoiirfelf, complain I 
ive a fon (arid let me boaft his youth, 
a>ded by nlodefty, and grac'd by truth :) 

i early ftudies he purfu'd with zeil, 

d fought for knowledge In his midnight cell t 

mer or Horace oft as each was nigh, 

V the fond tear become his mother's eye : 

II as the volumes fpread, fhe bleis'd his care^ 
d hail'd the future prelate in his chair- 
ill fame ^pprbach'd by your command, dilguis'dj 
ke this day's packet, and the boy furpriz'd; 

t hundred hawkers with their iroft tongues, 
iVd as het trumpeters, and ftretch'd their lungs j 
hile James and Faulkner, to explain the cafe, 
int— Thomas Shepherd, Enfign— fign'd your Grace s 

n Haply, 
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Haply, aA6tber yoatb ! whofe cither name. 

Perhaps his merit too, was juft the feme ! — 

J'lufii'd with gay hopes with fuch indulgence xhWip 

Chc^*d by his friends, and by his fellows prais'd. 

Poor Tom enjoy 'd his dream ; the ftudent's part 

Grows dull : a fpnghtlier pulfe plays round his heart* 

The pointed fteel now glitters in his eye > 

He reddens, as the colors wave on high : 

No page detains him now : not thofe which left ' * 

How Scipio conquer'd, and how Heftor fell i 

He from his own experience pants to know 

How laurels flburifh, and where truncheons grow;—' 

Thus, thro' your bounty, my heft fchepics are crofs'd p 

AU hopes from learning are already loft ! 

Bifliops and Deans 'tis nonfenfe now to quote : 

For what's a caflbck to a fcarlet coat ! 

Let then, my Lord, your gen'rous hand repair 

The guiltlefs wound you gave a parent's care ! 

Grant him the poft which his ambition fir'd I 

Cherilh that arddir which yourfelf infpir'd ! 

And fince the church is how beyond his reach. 

Send him to fight for what he cannot preach t 

One only friend he brings to plead his part. 

Your Grace has ne'er refus'd — an honeft heart. 



TO ms GRACt THE PUKE OF JDORSET. 

MAY lO, 1735.^ 

ij O much oblig'd ! axid in the kindeft way 1 
How fhall the Mufe, my Lord, her tribute pay! 
What muft I feel, by your indulgence grac'd !' 
Fix'd to my wilh, and happy to my tafte { 

Happ: 
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Happy in all my fondeil hopes cou'd plead. 
My fame, my fortune, my convenience weigh'd ! 
Yet whcre's the power of fpeech to make it known ? 
Where are thie words thought wou'd not blufh t^^itf^ ? 
Or what proportion bears the niceft art 
To the leaft rapture of a thankful heart ? 

Oh had not heav'n, in pity to mankind, 
i^our'd its beft bleffings on the bounteous mind; 
-And taught its godlike fubftitutcs below 
To feel the tranfports which themfelves beftow ? 
How had the heart, that's grateful^ been opprcfs'd ! 

How funk beneath the weight of being blefs'd! 

How poor a refuge Were the thanks it pays. 

Or the beft tribute it can give of praife ! 

But fince, my Lord, by long experience taught^ 
You've try*d the worth of ev'ry gen^yoa$ tb^MgtK : 
With how refin'd an ard^r yijptue gives. 
Far above all low avarice receives : 
Accept thefe thanks, and hear an humble pray'r, 
Which felt no breath of dedication-air. 
But, tho' a poet's, is indeed fincei^c. 

May he, that rais'd you up to heal diftrefs. 
Wide as your will, extend your pow'r to blefs ! 
Still may you fpread your bounties unconfin'd. 
And multiply the joys of human kind ! 
Still reach the height which mortal blifs can boaft. 
And be moft blefs'd, becaufc you blefs the moft 1 
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Horace, etope ii. imitated. 



INSCKIBED TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF DORSET. 



j5eATUS illc, qui procul ncgotiis, 
Ut prifca gens mortaliuin> 

Paterna rura bobus exercet fuis^ 
Solutus omni foenore: 



Ncc excitatur claffico miles truci> 
Nee horret iratum mare: 



Forumque vittt, et fuperba civium 
Fot'entiorum limina* 



Ergc^ 
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HORACE, £POP£ II. IMITATED. 

INSCRIBED TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF DORSET* 

APRIL 14, I7J3* , . 

X H E ParfotCs bleft, ^;rfiofe living dear 
Brings him five hundred pounds a year; 
Old Time might tell you, if he wou'd, 
(Vhen Bijhoprickf were fcarce fo good ; 
\nd prove, if Walcott's bill had paft, 
rhey'd fcarce be half fo good at laft.) 

Snug in his parfonage at eafe, 
le chats, he ftudies, or he prays : 
-landlord himfelf — the glebe's his own, 
le pays no rent, he fears no dun : 
Liid if no plough his paftures fee, 
The parifli plows — and why fhou'd he ? 

I/Ct the drum beat, the trumpet found ; 
lis lot is call in peaceful ground ! 
/Ct the winds rage, the waters roar, 
lis foot is fafely fix'd on fliore ! 

From courts, epifcopal or lay, 
l^ifely he keeps his fteps away : 
lor envies, in his eafy chair, 
rhe twelve-months pride of my Lord-Mayor, 

To 
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Ergo aut adulta vitium propagine 

Altas maritat populos; 
Inutilcfquc falce ramos amputans, 

Felicipres inferit : 
Aut in redufla vallc mugientium 

Profpeftat crrantes greges : 
Atit prdTa purrs mella concHt acnphoi'is; 

• Aut tondet infirmas oves. 
Vel cum decorum mitibus pom'is caput 

Autumnus arvis extulit, 
Ut gaudet inlitiva deccrpeps pyra^ 

Certantem et uvam purpurac, 

. Qua muijeretur te, Priape, ct te, pater 
Sylvaniurp, tutor Ifiniuml 



Libet jacere modo fub antiqua fficc, 

Modo in tenaci gramine: 
Labuntur allis interim ripis aquae ^ 

„C(ueruntur in fylvis aves; 
Fontefque lymphis obftrepunt man^ntibus; 

Somuos quod invitet leves. 



At cum tonantis annus bibernus Jovis 

Imbres nivefque comparat: 
Aut trudit acres, hinc et hinc millti cane, 

Apros in obftantes jdagis: 



/%.ul 
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1*0 other joys his thoughts Ihclinc : 
jGcntly be trails the curling vine; 
Marks if yon peach unfruitful fpread, 
And buds a better in its fte^ : 
Or, wildly fcatter'd thro' the vale. 
Hears the cows lowing for the pail ; 
Or leaves his plundered hive to mourn : 
Pr fees his future mutton (horn* 

In autun^^ wheii his oixhai'ds fhed 
Their ripen'd treafures round his head^ 
How pleas'd the gen'rous pulp he tries ; 
How well the ftowi^g vatt fupplies ; 
The juice of his own grafts refines, 
\^d makes it vie with Gallick wines ! 
Neftarious juice ! that might afpire 
Xo treat his Bifbop-nor his Squire ! 

Beneath an oak what need he fpread 
His limbs, or make the grals his bed ^ 
Won't cushions in his arbor plac'd 
Invite to fludy, or tp reft ? 
Priend of his folitude, the dove 
Cooes fiom the depth of yonder grove ; 
His noify fhores if Liffey beats, 
Echo the foften'd found repeats ; 
And penn d, as gentle murmurs creep, 
3His fermons muft invite to fleep. 

When froft the ftruggling earth enchains. 
And fhows white mantle fpreads the plains ; 
The leaden death he points aright, 
Short'ning the giddy woodcock's flight. 
The wily fox if hounds purfue, 
Pr keep the trembling pufe in view> 

Be 
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Aut amlte levi rara tendit retia, 

Tuidis edacibus dolos : 
Pavidumque lepojem, et advenam laqueo grucm, 

Jucunda captat praemia. 



^is ncm malarum, quas amor curas hahyetj) 
Haec inter oblivifcitur ? 

Qpod fi pudica muUer in partem juvet 

Domum, atquc dukes liberos, 
(Sabina qualis, aut perufta folibiis 

Peinicis uxor Appuli,) 
Sacrum vetuftis exftruat lignis focum 

Lafli fub adventum viri ; 
Claudenfque textis cratibus betum pccus, 

Diftenta ficcet ubera; 
]plt horna dulci vina promens doHo, 

I>apes inemptas apparet: 



Non me Lucrina juverint concbyliaj 
Magifve rhombs, aut fcari. 
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nounts his grey^ in fober fort, 

free from falls enjoys thefport. 

on fome fpot of rifing ground, ' 

&ye furveys the country round; 

les each double of the chafe ; 

when her pantijngs thick enci-eafe; 
I fpurs his willirxg fteed to ftiare 
glory — and fecure the hare. 

lus eafy, need his paiTions rove ? 
vhat has he to do with love ? 

It if a chafte and tender wife, 
le Kitty copied to the life ; 
fuch as fhe, when fortune clear 
Is up the bottom of the year : 
hope of plenty takes the part 
er jull, frugal, gen'rous heart;) 
ti he returns from riding round, 
'd with the tempeft, or half-drown'd ; 
*s, with each prating girl and boy 
leet him with a kils of joy ; 
the briflc fire, relieves his toil, 
gives his guefts a welcome fmile; 
s round her unbought boil'd and roaA, 
urges free the temp'rate tt)aft : 
would not find an higher feaft 
le fuch joint of honeft tafte, 
L all the pamp*ring pride of books, 
all the mafquerade of cooks ? 
all the fauces they retail 
lingle death with ev'ry meal ? 



►t the beft dainties of the main; 
urbot jellied in Champagne; 



Not 
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Haec ubi locutus foenerator A]phiu3^ 



Jamjam futurus nifiicus, 
Omnem rdegit Idibus pecuniam^ 
Quzrit Calendi3 poncre. 



^ 
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So Shtpherd fung : and fo fincere, 
Tiat what he fung he'd almoft fwcar. 

Mix me, oh ! mix me with this tribe ! 
lake me the parfon I defcribc ! 
,ike Alphius ! if my heart's fo mean 
"0 barter happinefi for gain ! 
Fe'er new projefts I explore, 
h wander for contentment more ; 
f e'err— unlefs in fome good time, 
^ntciz'd by friends; un-plagu'd by rhyme; 
To blefs fix children and a wife, 
lie comforts, but the cares of life ;) 
our grace, in. bounty, Ihou'd think fitting 
> grant my age a Jlall to fit in. 



IWUEL SHEPHERD TO JOHN BURCH AT OLDTOWN* 
CELBRIDGE, JULY II, I75^« 

k) AM, of Kildraught, by Dorfct's Grace 
Vicar — ^to Jack — ^Vicar of Naas. 

Whereas the lands, which call you matter, 
ire overgrown with loads of pafture; 
\nd I and all my brutes can fwear 
There's not an inch of mine — ^but's bare : 
Jo that as things at prefent pals, 
Sf our grafe wants cows, my cows want grals* 
1 therefore, gravely thinking of it, 
?or my linaH eafc, and your great profit. 

To 
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To fave from famine one poor bcaft,: 
And refcue all youy lands from ^fiafte ; 
Wifely reflefling (tho' twou'd pleafe you^) 
The taik perhaps jooight not be cafy,. 
In this queer intermitting weather^ 
Te move the lands of Old Town hitiher : . 
And gueffmg it as well might do 
To move the cattle hence tayou; 
Have therefore by thcfe prefents, now 
// Sent you the body of one cow ; 
^^ Charging you. upon this our order. 
Without delay or thinking further. 
Forthwith to feize her, and detain 
In the beft part of your domain, , 
There to be held in eafe and quiet 
With full variety of diet; 
Till the f refli blade for ever tafting. 
She turns her fafting into feafting : 

Tlien, when her head extends its branches. 
And the fat marks her fwelling haunches ; 
When her full prime, about December, 
Calls the fierce butcher to remember 
That cows, who took fo much good meat in. 
Are bona fide beft for eating : 
Then, Jack, oh then to Celbridge hafte, 
Take your full vengeance on the bcaft ; 
Her nobleft firloin fhall i-equite you, 
A lordly pudding IHall invite you ; 
The laugh fliall fpread ; the humour flow ; 
The Cyder dance; the claret glow; 
The fquive-* fhal! fanftifythe noifc. 
And Old Town blefo our boneft joys. 

> I ■ ■■ I III ll B W 

♦ The late Thomas Burgh of Old Town. 
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And if, as I am much afraid,^ ' 

YouH ftill infift you* re badly paid; 
Why — ^to reward your care arid trouble, 
m fend next year the number double. 

So here, good Vicair, lies your warranty 
Feed the faid cow, or you will hear on't. 



LR9ES ON DRURt's HAVING JAILED TO PAINT A 
LIKENESS OF MISS DORO. BXJRGH. 

JJrURY, thy pencil fkiuy to trace 

With rival ait lefs fitnifli'd forms ; 
In vain attempts with equal grace 

To imitate Dorinda's charms- 

Nor grieve, tho* twice thy labor fail'd; 

Her beauties, too feverely bright. 
In their own luftre a|-c coiiceal'd, 
/ Hid like the fun by too much light* 

Thy fruftrate fkill no moi-e upbraid: 

.'Tis Nature's firm unaltcr'd law ; 
Thofe whom fo perfect fhe has made. 

No pencil but her own ftiall draw- 
Art's boafted- ftrength in vain you try; 

Her bcattty leaves all art behind: 
Who hopes to paint Dorinda's eye. 

As well may hope to paint her mad I 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN ON MISS C— p-*S BIRTH DAY- 

Ti I- 

HE pow*js of love and beauty join'd 
To frame a finifh'd fair ; 
Where ev'ry virtue of the mind 
Shou'd Ihine with luftre more refin'd, 
Set in a form fo rare. 
II. 
Juft one and twenty years ago. 
To light the virgin rofe : 
The charms, which frefh from beauty flow. 
And modefty inftrufls to glow 
Her artlefe bloom compofe. 
III. 
No new Apfelles need appear f 
No Titian need be preft ! 
The pow'rs of art are ufelels here ! 
Where virtue choofes to appear 
In Nature's beauty dreft. 

IV. 

Go on, bleft maid ! may ev'ry day. 

Thy growing charms encreafe ! 
Each hour thy brightning worth difplay ! 
And gather for the rifing ray, 

New beauty, worth, and grace ! 



SXJNG BY MISS S — P — 1> AT CASTLETON, IN T2 
CHARACTER OF LADY MORTIMER. 

OINCE you muft go, my charmer ! 

Heav'n guard you thro' the field I 
Your virtue'll be your armour. 

And providence your fhield. 



Wfc»^ 
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When arrows fly around thee. 

His hand fhall turn their aim : 
And victory fhall crown thee 

With never-dj^ing fame. 

Yet rufh not into danger, 

My Mortimer ! my dear I 
Tho' ev*ry faint and angel 

Stood, lijl'ning to my pray'r ! 

Oh ! blefs^d be evVy TowV, 

That fav'd my love from harms | 
And dbuble blefs'd the hour. 

That briflgs him to my" arms ! 



ADVICE TO A FRIE :* fi. 

V^ H thou for whom the Mufes keep 

Sad Vigila, and the Graces weep ; 

Thy country's prop, fair Freedom's pride, 

Wifdom's beft hope, and Virtue's guide : 

With thy own manly mind advife. 

And take the comfqrts that fupplies. 

Tho' deaf a-w:hilje to mufick's charms 
Thy ear the Siren's voice cjifi^rms, 
And echo all in vain re'bounds. 
The various melody of founds : 
Hard tho' the fate, 'ti? yet no more 
Than of free choice y lyffes bore ^ - 

peafen'd by art he fail'd along, 
Slnd fliut out the. bewitching fong. 

I A lAMILIAP- 
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A FAMILIAR LETTER TO A FRIEND. 

b RIEND Dick brought your poetick letter. 

If fhoiter, I had lik'd it better; 

Not that a good thing is too long. Sir, 

But it requires a longer anfwer ; 

And I'm of late fo lazy grown. 

That fhortcft talks gb ftill beft down : 

Befides, the Mufe herfelf's fo dull. 

And jogs fo flowly in my fcull. 

That fcarce.her ladyfhip will ftir, 

Tho' laflVd with whip, and prick'd with fpur : 

Nay more, I now begin to fee 

There's no great gain in poetry ; ^ 

And parfons, you have heard it faid. 

Love nothing but a thriving trade. 

Your pardon. Sir, I furc was wrong. 
To tax the 'length of your great fong. 
My preface is a mile too long. 
To do as wxll then as I can. Sir, 
Pray take what follows for an anfwer. 

Tho' you, my friend, of racking pain. 
In Ihoulders, knees, and toes complain ; 
For all your whimp'ring, and your whining. 
You've not forgot your knack of rhyming; 
And tho' your legs may want new vamping. 
Yet your genius there's no ci^mp in» 
Now for your compliment on mine. 
Which made your verfe with mufick fliine i 



\ 



I 




I thank 
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I thank you. Sir, yet can't ^Ip tbinking> 
You oflFer'd this with one eye winking ; 
For you and all the world muft know, 
A fpark can't make a fire to glow ; 
But tho' on facred truth you broke, 
you will I find not lofe your joke, 

Poor Godfrey too begins to fear, 
Tho' quite polite, you're not fincere; 
For fince fair Gl— f-c~k is the pink, 
TTou chofe to grace your Lyrius brink, 
'Tis fhe alone can charm and fing. 
To be your goddefs of the Spring ; 
And had this place been then her ftatiop, ^ 

You wou'd have grafp'd the inyltationf 

Some bees perhaps love cod and cockles, 
Much more than pinks or honey- fuckles j 
And fo may hermit from his cloyfter 
Long much to tafte a well fed oyfter ; 
But here, good Sir, ypnv pardon crave I, 
What's all this to fons of Levi ? 
If they ftich dainties rich provide. 
To liquor up your worfhip's hide, 
Muft they poor men jh}s fcandal bear 
That their own guts was all their care ? 
Td have you know they fcorn bafe ends^ 
^11 this is done to ferve their friends. 

As to your fine diftin6lion made 
*Twixt fome and others of our trade ; 
I fee in grafs a Ihake lie lurking, 
And fpy a fneer behind the curtain ; ^ 

I ^ Parfona, 
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Parfons, I know, the wicked laity- 
Make ftill the buts of all their gai'ty ; 
And o'er their cups will prove it plain. 
That Pope and Primate are the fame. 
With bloody oaths moft ftoutly fwearing. 
That ne'er a barrel bettef herring i 
From thefe I own you differ here. 
And make their error fhine moft clear ; 
For when from G — f — ^t — n, C e, and me. 
You make Rome's PontifiF difagree. 
And Ihew how wide our talents are. 
His Holinels alone you l^are. 

The reprobate, tho' you would hide him, 
I take to be your brother D — yd — n ; 
His faith, 'tis well thou never apeft, 
For he, I'm told, went ofF a Papiil : 
If fenfe alone was ail his creed, 
'Tis plain the man was mad indeed ; 
For if Rome's fons e'er ple^d for reafon, 
I'm fure they're guilty of high treafon. 
But what is fcnfe to pow'r divine? 
'Tis no more than brutes to thine; 
His being thou no more canft reach. 
Than I the rapid wind could catch ; 
And this I'll prove without ofifence. 
That he who trufts to human fenfe. 
Will often find his impotence. 
That one is three muft be a fi6Vion, 
But three in one no contradiflion ; 
And tho' my reafon can't conceive it. 
Truth has faid it, I believe it ; 
Where reafon ought, there let it fhincji 
But Qiyfteries arc none of mine ; 




From 
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From reafon's felf this maxim ftole I, 
Cum facris quaefi ludere noli ; 
So farewel my good Monfieur D — yd — n. 
Thy faith I never Ihall confide in. 

Pardon, dear friend, this long digreffion, 
X»ike you, IVe now made full confeflion ; 
And fince good chear will banifh forrow. 
Fail not to dine with me to-morrow : 
As you*re afraid that lufcious fifli 
May fire the blood, and prompt the flcfh ; 
Your fare fhall be young lamb and fallad. 
And Godfrey too (hall fing a ballad; 
Thus innocent will be your feai^. 
For who'd offend a pious gueft ? 

The compliments you leail defir'd, 

I paid in all the form requir'd j 

And free from grin, or leaft defeflion, 

I honor'd ev'iy bright perfeflioh t 

Prais'd all your vigor, parts, and grace. 

And blooming beauty of your face ; 

But droae or flannel, to defame them, 

Tliofe hideous words, who once would name them ? 

I*m much offended you fhou'd fear, 
t would not prove a friend Cncere ; 
Sure then if you're a gctfrous bee. 
You'll never point your fting at me : 
But keep that keen and deadly blow 
For fome ill-natur'd trcach'rous foe ; 
Bclides when once your fting is gone, 
Tou'U ever after be a drone. 
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A rr.odern ODE on the Vi<5lory obta 
over the Oak Boys, and his rece 

Dcfjoncd to be fct to Mufick, and pe 

on the 1 6ih of January, 1764; 

Invefliture with the Er, 
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ON wavlike cMef, beh* 
Refulgent, as the morning ft 
'Tis Coote ! his country's 
The firft in glory's field ; 
His port proclaims the ( 
Mark his graceful flowing wi 
Mark his well- tied {olitain 
Lo ! his hat, with terror big 
And fpan^lcd fword-knot, 
II. 
'* Round mc, he cries, my 
** To fight agairift yon hofti 
*^ I come ! — beneath my J 
" Fall } fall ! ye hearts c 
'^ Rebellion ! ceafe at 
** Now, now, I mount ■ 
" He flies ! he flies witl 
** Now crufh'd, rebellion ! 
" The pangs, the deaths, 
Ji 
'^ View your champion ! "\ 
•^ Seize the brickbat i kiz 
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AM S W S R £ 9. 

¥ HEN Delia on the jdain appears, 
v'd by all your tender fears, 

wou'd approach but dare not move, 
J may be cowardice-r-not love. 

II. 
?n deafen'd by her voice your ear 
other noife but her*s can hear ; 
)u no other wit approve, 
J may be ignorance — not love. 

in. 
le fome other fwain commend, 

you Aat were his fondeft friend, 
inftant enemy fhou'd prove, 
5 may be envy — and not love. 

IV. 

hei> fbe's abfent, you^ no more 
ght in all that pleas'd before ; 
cleareft fpring or (hadieil grove, 
5 may be ficklenefs — not love. 

V. 

hen with infolent difdain 
feem'd to triumph o'er your pain; 
liate her all in vain you ftrove, 
3, this is ftupidnels-^not love. 



A FRAGMENT. 
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FRAGMENT. 



A modern ODE on the Vi'Slory obtainM by Ch AK LES CoOTE, £ 
over the Oak Boys, and his receiving the Order of the Bath : 

DeCgncd to be fct to Mufick, and performed at the Caftle of DuW 
on the i6th of January, i7^4; ^he t)ay appointed for his 
Inveftiture with the Enfigns of the Order. 



ON warlike cMef, behold from far ! 
Refulgent, as the morning ftar I 
'Tis Coote ! his country's fhield ; 
The firft in glory's field ; 

His port proclaims the God of war : 
Mark his graceful flowing wig! 
Mark his well-tied folitaire ! 
Lo ! his hat, with terror big t 

And fpangled fword-knot, fparkling in the air J 
II. 
'* Round me, he cries, my warriors, ftand^ 
** To fight agairift yon hpflile band ! 
*^ I come ! — beneath my ftroke ' 
" Fall ! fall ! ye hearts of oak ! 

'^ Rebellion ! ceafe at my c6mmand! 
** Now, now, I mount the rapid fteedi 
*^ He flies { he flies with lightning's fpeed! 
** Now crufh'd, rebellion J now you feel 
" The pangs, the deaths, that wait my polifh'd Heel- 

III. 
'^ View your champion ! view your God ! 
•^ Seize the brickbat ; feize the clod ! 

" Pippi 
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** Pippins green, and rotten eggs, 

'* Hurl them at th' infurgents* heads ! 

*^ Miniftcrs of vengeful fate, 

** Pour them on the recreant's pate ! 
^^ Let turnips and potatoes fly, "^ 

*^ Like thunderbolts, at cv'ry eye ! > 

** By what you feed on, rebels, you fliall die. 3 

IV. 

* * Let PrulEa's godlike monarch boaft 

* * His well-fought field ! his laurell'd hoft ! 
^ * While Auftria's eagle droops her wing, 
^ ^ And, vanquifliM by the mighty king, 

** Bewails her pride, her glory loft i 
"TTet know, proud king ! and let it check thy pride! 
Tho' conqueft's banner now thou waveft wide, 
Thy vaunted triumphs fwiftly fliall decline, 
Xoft in oblivion's ftiade, while glory circles mine^ 

V. 

*' Triumphant Coote ! illuftrious name ! 
•^ That foar'il upon the wings of fame, 
** Above the lunar walk or milky way ! 
' The tenth fheaf hears thy dread command, 

. ** And at my call tlie fqucaking tithe-pigs play." 



A SONG OF SOMETHING. 

O 

Vyp fomething I'll fing, and of fomcthing 'tis too, 
That is fomcthing to me and fomcthing to you ; 
And fomcthing to all the good folks of the land, 
^ut moft it is fomcthing to thofe in command. 

Perry down. 

II. The 
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II. 
The Spaniards for fometliing our merchantmen feiie, 
And treat the poor Englifhmen juft as they pleafe ; 
And if rouz'd by thefe robbers our mafters complain^ 
With fomething they foon are made eafy again. 

Derry down» 
III. 
But fomething, 'tis talk'd, to fomewhere is gone^ 
And fcarce will coaic back until fomething is done ; 
But what is that fomething there's nobody knows, 
Tho' wife men conjeAure 'tis nothing of blows. 

Derry down — 

IV. 

For fhou'd the fly Spaniard but promife us fair. 
And whifper but fomething in fomebody's ear ; 
I fear my dear country muft feed upon hopes, 
'Till nothing is left her — no — not to bUy ropes. 

Derry dQwnt« 

V. 

But if like brave Britons we briflcly lay claim. 
And talk with our cannons to fecond the fame ; 
The Spaniards wou'd quickly be brought to comply. 
And give up their plunder their lives to enjoy. 

Derry down* 

VI. 

And now all good people, my fomething you've heard. 
Of fomething that's hop'd, and fomething that's fear'd; 
Of fomething that's doing, and fomething that's paft. 
And fomething or nothing expeSed at iaft. 

Deny down* 



▲ SON 
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A SONG TO LAUGH AT. 

V-40ME liften and laugh at the times. 

Since fblly was never fo ripe ; 
For ev'ry man laughs at thofe rhymes 
That givfe his own foibles a wipe : 
We live in a kind of difguife. 

And flatter, and lie, and proteft ; 
While each of us heartily ftrives 
On others to faften the jeft. 
II. 
The virgin when firft fhe is woo'd. 
Returns ev'ry figh with difdain ; 
And while by her lover purfu'd. 

Can laugh at his folly and pain : 
But when from her innocence won. 

And doom'd for her virtue to mourn ; 
"When flie finds herfelf loft and undone. 
He kughs at the fool in his turn. 
III. 
The fools who at law are contending. 

Can laugh at each others diftrefs ; 
And while the dire fviit is depending. 

Ne'er think how their fubftance grows lefs : 
Till hamper'd with tedious expences, 
Althb' to compound they are loth ; 
They'll find when reftor'd to their fenfes^ 
The lawyer fits laughing at both. 

TV. Tht 
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IV. 

The prodigal laughs at the mi;fer 

For ftarving to pile up his pelf; 
And thinks it abundantly wifer. 

To wafte an eftate on himfelf : 
'Till by gaming, intriguing, and drinking/ 

His acres are melted to air ; 
The mifer then laughs at his finking 

At once unto jail and defpaivi 

V. 

But while we perceive it the faflilon 

For each fool to laugh at his brother. 
Let's ft rive with a generous compailion 

To corre6l, not contemn one another : 
We all have fome follies tp hide. 

Which known wou'd difhonor the beft; 
And life w^hen 'tis thoroughly try'd. 

Like fome friendfhips will feem but a jeft* 



clody's lamentation for the loss o^ 

F R U P S E Y, 



O, 



'H Shepherd! Shepherd! if you did but know 
How my poor heart is rack'd and torn with woe! 
Frupfey is dead ! — oh ! — ^I can fay no more : — 
The hardeft rocks muft .Frupfey's lofs deplore. 
Nay, flinty-hearted Crape himfelf woud cry. 
So blith a girl fo fuddcnly fhou'd die. 
And Henry, tho' his teeth at that time rag'd. 
And he, in dreadful ftrife, with worms cngag'd. 



of 
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Of iffue dubious — ^he wou'd drop a tear. 
To fliew his grief for one fo wondrous fair. 
And Conniers, tho' he juft had ftoFn the whelp. 
Or ev*n the cur himfelf for her wou*d yelp ; 
What then muft Clody ? He, who oft has fcen 
Her ftately waddle at the Bowling-Green- 
Oft have I feen her with her lilly hand 
Lift up the chariQt-glafs, when at the Strand 
We pafs'd by her — then fhe*d be always ready 
To anfwer us, tho' we ft ill fpoke to, Neddy: 
And when he fpoke fhe made him bow his head. 

With a£lion moft polite but fhe is dead ! 

My forrows now can never find relief, 

For I'm abandon'd to extremeft grief ! 

Grief fo intenfe, for joys I have no leifure ; 

Ev'n Alcock's charms caji give me now no pleafure, 

Tho* fome advife me, ere it be too late. 

To tiy to fliun my juft impendent fate ; 

^""et I'm fo weak I have not force to ftrive. 

Or ev'n to wifh my Frupfey to furvive, 

All that I wifh for, is, that when I die, 

I may entomb'd in the fame coffin lie ; 

Th^ I may fhare whatever fate is giv'n 

To her in th' other world — it muft be heav'n ! 

I beg that you our Epitaphs may write. 

So taking leave-r-for ever bid good night, 

THE EPITAPH. 

THE poor remains of Frupfey here do He, 
^*ld Clody's, who for love of her did die } 
^Ooie paflengers may think it ftrange, 
^ hat they who in their lives did range, 
^ " Shou'd 
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Shou'd buried be together ! 
She a coquet, ajid he a rake. 
His heart for love her heart fliou'd break i 
Their bodies lie here cheek by joul. 
But if you afk for either foul, 

They're gone — the Lotd knows whitherf 



MRS. NESBITTS LAMENTATION FOR Tlfl^ 
'DEATH OF M I L L Y. 

OHALL Milly, fhall the queen of lapdogs fall } 
And fhall the mufe not anfwer at a call ! 

So Neibltt fpoke, and fcarcely had fhe cry'd. 
When Clio came and curtfy'd by her fide ; , 
Such was her fize, and fhape, and drefs, and air^ 
She feem'd juft Mrs. Catty to a hair : 
Infpir'd a-frefh, the fair renew'd her note. 
And what the raiilrefs fung — the handmaid wrote* 

What now, my Milly, do my cares avail? 
Will you not gi^e one glance, one laft farewel? 
What boots it that I heap'd thy well cut plate, 
And, while I faw you fafting, never ate ? 
What tho' thefe hands the pureft water chofe. 
And held the limpid liquor to your nofe? 
No longer o'er thisi>ofom ihalt thou ftray, 
Frilk round my lips, and with my kiifes play | 
No longer ftretch'd beneath me as you fnore. 
Shall the fine apron fhield thee from the floor : 
Nor if the cold offends f hy tender form, 
Thefe petticoats affift to make thee warm. 



"T 
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'Tis faid, of Tobit's dog (for fince the day _ 
Which maik'd thy death, I read while o\hcis play : ) 
*Tis faid, that to his mafter's mptipns true, 
"When one went out, the other went out too. 
Thy prudent temper, lefs inclined to roam, 
Led thee to ftay more quietly at home ; 
When I w^ abfent, to thy miftrefs kind. 
Thy fober virtue kept thee ftill behind. 
And calm'd the terrors of my anxious mind. 



! 



And as tbdfe dogs, of whom the Britifli fair. 
Are warn'd by the Spectator to beware ; 
So well, O Venu§, watch'd thy Temple round. 
That none but virgins dar'd approach the ground : 
So thou for ever in my chamber lay. 
And kept unhallow'd footfteps far away ; 
Com€ near who wou'd— full well the fervants kneWi 
Thou wert no Cerberus ; no fop wou*d do ; 
But faithful to thy charge, unbrib'd, una^w'd ; 
Still kept it clear, as I was ne'er abroad. 

And as in Pope's tranilation I have read, 
UlyiDTes found, his friends all thought him dead ; 
His own Telemachus far from him flew. 
And fcarce Penelope her hufband knew ; 
The faithful dog alone his mailer found. 
And fmeird, and fawn'd, and lick'd him all around. 
So when returning home I found witli pain. 

The thund'ring chairman knock'd, but knocked in vain; 

When all the fervants heedlefs of their care, 

jLeft me exposed to a whole minute's air : 

When he, who fhou'd more conftant vigils keep, 

^v'n Mr. Nelbitt was almoft alleep ; 

. Yet 
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Yet ihou with barkings loud, and angry cries 
Caird all the houfe up; made the fervants rife ; 
Knew thy dear miftrefs ; met me at the door ; 
Friflc'd round my feet ; and lick'd me o*er and o'er. 

Oh Harley! Veney! Cupyl FriQcy! all. 
Come my dear dogs, and help me now to bawl | 
And Friiky ! 'tis the leaft that you can dp ; 
For fure my Milly never fnapt at youi 
Oft with fedate good nature has fhe ftay'd. 
To fee thy wanton tricks, and gambols play'd : 
Then turn'd her philofophick eyes on me. 
And wonder'd, how could dogs fo filly be. 
Oft with a tjender pity has fhe fpy'd 
The carpet ftain'd by thy unruly tide, 
Herfelf more neat — for let the maids declare. 
If Milly once fo much as foil'd a chair. 
Beneath my forming hands much better taught, 
Tho' nature call'd, fhe iTiun'd the ill-bred fault ; 
She held the terrace fitter than the floor. 
As oft I witneffed when I held tlie door ; 
Where fometimes, if I chanc'd to be at play 
Mifs Jenny Trotter was fo good to ftay. 

Let my Lord laugh, as grief wou'd not endure ! 
And fay, three glaffes are a ready cure ! 
My grief is too fincere to part with fo, 
I'll drink the glalies, that the tears may flow : 
The fweet Mifs Kitty wept ; tho' one in view 
To fave my dog would give Mifs Burton's two ; 
No time fhall make thy memory decay. 
No other dog fhall wear thy form away ; 
No whifl, no cribbage, fliall my tears reftrain; 
No lurch, no vole, relieve my heart from pain 5 



•TiJ/ 



ORIGINAL POEMS. 1^29 

'Till bright and glorious, with my longing eyes, "^ 

I fee thy form (illuftrious Milly!) rife, S» 

And thyfelf ftiine a dog-ftar in the flcics ! 3 



EXTEMPORE BY A GENTLEMAN WHOM A LADY 
TURNED OUT OF HER DRESSING ROOM. 

X HUS Adam look'd when from the garden driv'n. 
And thus, difputed orders fent from heav*n; ' 
Like him I go — tho* to depart Tm loth, 
I go like him — for angels drove us both : 
Hard was his fate — ^but mine's ftill more unkind. 
His Eve went with him^ — ^but mine ftays behind. 



TO THE ASSEMBLY NEWS WRITER. 

J. F Nature will, in fpight of force. 
As you have taught us, run her courfe ; 
Too nicely watch'd, too long reftrain'd, 
'Tis certain that ftie muft be pain'd : 
Then never mind what arts, what airs. 
She chufes when fhe trips up flairs : 
But wifely wink Or kindly fay. 
E'en let the wild thing have its way. 



XIHLOE 
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CHLOE SURPRTS£D. A TALE. 
TO MISS A. N» 



o. 



'NE morning as Chloe the fair lay abed> 
Her lilly white hand — a fupport to her head ; 
Her thoughts as th^y wont, were begun then to ftray 
On the flaves (he bad got, and the drels of the day- 
*^ Well furely, fhc cry'd— let them fay what they will, 
^' Not a nymph in the town half fo furely can kill ; 
" There's Bralcn, and Shallo\r, and Dandy the beau, 
•* With many fb deck'd, as if made for a fhow. 
*' Who dangle, and follow, ^nd \^hiifie, arid adore, 
** And low at my feet for compaffion implore : 
" iiay Gaudy himfelf too, forgetting his lace, 
** Stares all the night at me, and gapej> in my face- 
*' But why do I boaft of a triumph fo lOw, 
'* What cOnqueft, alas, is the heart of a beau f 
^* The heart of a beau — ^who can ftand like an elf 
^' Whole days at his glafs — juft to doat on himfelf* 
'* Thofe rary-fhow things fure we all fhou'd defpife> 
** But the mailers, the fellows, the doflors fo wife, 
** Who boaft of tlieir wifdom, their learning fo great> 
'* Yet low at my feet play the fool and entreat. 
*' Oh that is the pleafure, the rapture, the joy, 
'* In fpite of their boafted good fenfe to deftroy : 
*' And make them fo oft tak€ their eyes from the book^ 
*' When e'en in the pulpit to fteal me a look ; 
«* What maiden fo lilly to give up her fway, 
•* To turn, like my fiftcr, a flavc — and obey. 
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To grieve at the jealous reproach of a fool. 
And hear the dull fot ftili prefcribing a rule : 
No, thanks to my ftars, I'll for ever be free, 
■ No coxcomb fhall have a dominion o'er me; 

* On the men Til revenge all the wrongs of my fex, 

* And my wit and my beauty for ever fliall vex/' 

She faid, and then hafted to rife from her bed, 
Lefolv'd on new mifchiefs conceived in her head, 
Vlien old father Time, from a chair by her fide, 
n form of her watch to the charmer reply'd ; 

* Oh Chloe, unthinking, and fickle as fair, 

* Say why did I give you that fliape and that air! 

* Oh why did I cover that bofom with fnow, 

* And why on thofe cheeks bid the rofes to glow ! 
'* Why made I thofe eyes with fuch luftre to fhine ! 
^* Why made I each look, and each feature divine J 
" And was it for nought then I fix'd upon you, 

" And gave you the charms of a million or two ? 

" And was it for nought then I rifled their ftorc, 

** And left them behind — only wrinkles and hoar ? 

** No, Chloe : believe me the charms you poffefs, 

** For fomewhat were meant — ^>vhat that is you may gucfs.* 

^* 'Tis the fpite of the devil to teaze and to vex, 

'* But beauty fhou'd blefs men — as well as perplex. 

'* Oh, charmer, beware how you trifle with time, 

" The bloflbms are fair, but how fhort are their prime ! 

" I vifit, 'tis true, both the young and the gay, 

^* But Chloe I only juft come, and away ; 

** And if unenjoy'd I once pafe by their door 

** I ever am gone — and will never come more. 

** Then Chloe — my Chloe, be wife I advife, 

" And learn how thy youth and thy beauty to prize ; 

' K 2 •^ I^ft 
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" Left when I am .gone, and thy threfhold forlorn, 

" The fwains whom you flighted, fhou'd laugh you to fcorn, 

'* And tread put that fnufF of a torch with their feet, 

«' Which lately fo blaz'd, and fo glar d in the ftreet." 

He fcarcely had finifh'4 thofe words, when away 

He vanilh*d, and mufing left Chloe the gay ! 

But what an cfTefl it may have on the fair. 

Or whether fhe*ll now be more kind or fevere 

No mortal can guefe : — this I know, and no more. 

That ftill ftie's as witty and fair as before. 



CUPID RESTORED. A TALf. 
TO THE SAME. 

W HEN fair Pandora, from above 
Cbmmiffion'd was by angry Jove, 
To bear that caflcet to the earth, 
Which to fo many ills gave birth : 
Then avarice and luft began 
To think of empire over man ; 
And that they better might fucceed. 
On this their ftratagem agreed : 
They few how Love, a little boy. 
At will gave mortals pain or joy; 
And with his arrows and his bow 
Rul'd all the nether world below. 
To take his form they both agree. 
What thought more lucky cou'd there be ! 
For they cou'd any habit wear. 
Which fuitcd beft with their afiair. 
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Two quivers then like his they made. 

And flung them at the fhoulder blade; 
With arrows full as they cou'd hold. 

Some tipt with lead, and fome with gold ; 

From whence that ftory men relate. 

That this gives Lov^— ^the other hatc^ 

This done they take up each ^ bo\f. 

And out a colonelling go; 

But you muft think ih ev'ry brcaft 

Love was, 'till now, a welcome gueft \ 

There was not found on all the plain, 

A Shepherd who had learn*d to feign : 

On all the plain there was not found 

A maiden who deny'd the wound !— 

For hitherto the am'rous youth 

Met equal ardors, equal truth ; 

And femalcrtongues knew no difguife, , 

But fpoke the language of their eyes. 

In fuch a feafon you may guefs 

The impoftors faird not of fuccefs : 

With joy they fqund that ev'ry heart 

V(as ready tQ receive a dart ; 

They took the advantage — :went the round, 

And with fuccefs were always crown'd. 

No longer now with heart fincere. 

The Shepherd did accoft the fair ; 

No longer now with native truth 

The virgin did receive the"^ youth : 

For each intent on other matter. 

Began to feign, and lie, and flatter. 

Till many found out to their coft. 

That to believe — ^was to be loft ! 

This revolution in affeirs 

Set folks together by tlie ears. 

Wliat's 
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What's to be done — a vile deceit. 
This Cupid's growi^ an arrant cheat ! 
For remedy they fet about. 
And all agree to keep him out ; 
For things were ftill done in his name. 
Poor Cupid ever bore the blame ; 
In vain he went the tedious round. 
There was no entrance to be found : 
The maids had guaidcd with fuch art 
The many windings to their heart ; 
That all his efforts weie in vain. 
His loll dominions t,ot regain : 
And nought was left bim now to do. 
But with his mother'si doves to cpo ! 
To fup his inilk, or bite his cruft. 
Or pimp for avarice- -or lufl. 
Things thus perplex'd, Oh well-a-day ! 
From earth the gadli^g took his way ; 
To Venus flew with blubber'd eyes, 
And leaning on her bofom cries : 
f* And is it thus, magnma, unkind, 
•^ That you have left your bpy behind ; 
^* To rule alone a headftrong crew, 
^* Who laugh at both your fon and you !" 
What ail§ my boy — ^the mother cries, 
All feiz'd with horror and furprize ( 
What ails my boy !— difpcl thy fears. 
For fhame, no more thpfe. boyifh tears ; 
Refume thy ftory, and be ihort, 
Whoeer's the caufe fhall fuffei- for't: 
She faid, and fobbing he went on-r^ 
Oh, dear mamma, behold thy fon ! 
Thy fop, no more a Godhead now^ 
To him no logger mortals bo^y ! 



:r< 
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For Luft and Avarice command. 

And uncontroul'd rule o'er the land : 

Affum'd my form, and found the art 

So very well, to play the pan 

So to the life, that you, my mother, 

Wou'd take me for their younger brother. 

l^o longer now the am'rous fwain 

"With fondnefs fecks the nymph to gain ; 

The nymph regardlels of his woes. 

To nothing but the money goes. 

All maids have now this maxim got. 

The pooreft love ftill goes to pot ; 

Whilil on the other hand the boys 

Call Beauty, Wit, and Virtue, toys : 

And while they talk of better or worfe. 

Still fix their eyes upon the purfe. 

In fuch a management as this 

You know how tilings muft go amifs ; 

When hearts ar6 only bought and fold 

*^ When nought's made fure of but the gold ; 

f * And oouples meet fo out of fort, 

'* They only make their neighbors 'fport: 

" Till wprn at length^ with care and ftrifc, 

" They both grow weary of their life ; 

** And in orje only tjiing agree, 

f * The wifli for deatli to fct them free. 

" All this is done ftill in my name, 

** And Cupid ever bears the blame ; , 

" Which fets the mortsils a}l a railing, 

*' And I am cui*ft for ev'iy failing. 

** Oh, dear mamma, then caft about, 

** And find fome fit expedient out, 

" My blafted credit to reftore, 

*f Or I am loft fpr evermore.'^ 



J3§ 
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It wou'd have mov'd a heart of ftone 
To hear how Cupid made his moan ; 
An heart of iron it wqu'd melt, 
To fee what pangs the mother felt. 
But flory told, and fondnefs paft. 
Away to Jupiter they hafte ; 
And quickly pufhing to the gate. 
Where fuppliant worlds for audience wait. 
The folding doors at once obey. 
And to the goddefs op'd a way : 
Jove fat arrayed in glory bright 
Upon a throne of dazzling light : 
Whilft gods and goddeffes around. 
In filence awfully profound ; 
Obfequious wailed on his nod. 
And trembling own'd the greater god. 
Now Venus with her boy appears ! 
With grief o'erwhelm'd, and bathed in te^rs ; 
And as before his tl^rone ihey flood. 
With down caft eyes in heavy mood. 
Their filent forrow fpoke their grief. 
And mov'd the god to give relief. 
*' Firft born of Jove, lift up thine eyes : 
*' Fair Venus fpeak, the Father cries ! 
" For lo ! before requeft is made, 
" It's granted, by the infernal fhade ! 
** Bright Venus then up rais'd her eyes, 
•* And fpread new joys o*er all the Ikies : 
** Parent of men, and gods, fhe cry'd, 
** My pray'r thou'ft never yetdeny'd ; 
** Oh fee my boy, my only fbn, 
" On earth neglefted and undone, 
** Has fought tlie fkies to pay his court, 
** And fues to you, his laft refort; 



" Oh 
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Oh quickly help him, or he muft 
Refign to Avarice and LuftT' 

The Thund*rer heard, and paus'd a while, 
en nodding, with a gracious fmile 

faid. Bright Venus, dry thy tears ; 
ve's wrongs I know, I've heard thy pray'rs : 
e joyful day at length is come, 
y fon Ihall go contented home : 
1 there be Mufes then he faid ; 
e almighty word was ftraight obey'd ! 
d fmiling ftill with voice divine, 
.us fpake to the created nine : 
Fair Daughters^ hence to earth remove, 
-A reinforcement be to Love; 
Tight all his battles, plead his caufe. 
And punifli thofe who break his law3 : 
Teach ev'ry fair-one how to fhine. 
With yet a luftre more divine; 
Go teach them all your winning arts. 
And fliew them how to fetter hearts : 
How the unwilling flqve to lead. 
And keep the conquefts they have made.. 
Go fhew the men how they fhall pleafe 
With wut, and worth, and graceful eafc i 
With numbers, motion, harmony. 
Which well with females do agree : 
Go fhew them by thy friendly aid. 
There is no danger to perfuade. 
With thefe, my daughter, let thy foa 
tJnto his loft domi^uions run ; 
iy their affiftance you fliall find,. 
He'll quickly foften human kind ; 

" And 
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** And make inftrufted mortals know, 

'* To whpm the trueft blifs they owe. 

*' But mark, my daughter, what I fay, 

** In time to come there's yet a day, 

*^ A day which thieatens Love again, 

" Alas! fo vile the race of men : 

<^ When, tho' the Mufes for a while 

*« Shou'd all their ftubborn hearts beguile, 

'f The wretches fhall again rebel, 

«^ And facrifice to monfters fell : 

*' Nay e'en the Mufes now fincerc, 

*^ Shall of the curll infeftion fhare ; 

** And quick forgetting my command, 

*^ Unworthily lend each an hand. 

*« To Lull and Avarice accurfl, 

*' And worfe this error than the firft ; 

*^ But when tlius low affairs are brought, 

*' And wit, and beauty's only bought ; 

*^ Like other chaffers by the pound, 

^^ And not one fpark of love was found ; 

'* His loft dominions he'll regain, 

^* And firmly fix'd, for ever reign. 

«' Behold, far north an Ifland lies, 

^ That much I love, and much I prize! 

** For native truth, and valour fam'd, 

'* By mortals now leme nam'd. 

" Thither the Mufes fhall refort^ 

'^ 'Tis there thy fon fhall keep his court ; 

*' And over maids, and over meh 

'* Recover all his pow'r again. 

^* For there once more I'll fet to view 

** What Nature, and what art can do; 

** And with a bounteous lavifh hand 

ff So fcatter beauty o'er the land. 
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" Swains, like thy fon, (hall lovely be ; 
" And maids. Oh Venus, fair as thee I 
'' But, Oh, the faiieft and the bcft ] 
'* See Chloe fhines above the reft ! 
" On her let all the Giraces wait, 
" Transfer to her thy willing ftate; 
'* Content thee with thy native Ikies, 
^* And leave the caith to her bright eyes." 
He faid, the Mufes newly born. 
Did with fuch charms her fon adorn ; 
That he who languifh'd heretofore. 
With weeping eyes and heart full fore. 
To forrows now no more wou'd bow. 
But flew, with gladnefe qn his brow. 
Unto the nether world again. 
And claim'd his empire over men. 
A thoufand years he bore the fway, 
And all the world did him obey ; ' 
But then again he loft his grounci. 
And Luft and Avarice were crown'd. 
They over men the fceptre bore. 
And governed for a thoufand more j 
Until at length bright Chloe born, 
Turn*d all their empire into fcorn ; 
The monfiers all to Love give way. 
And willing hearts the god obey : 
With Loves and Graces in a ring. 
Around the charmer dance and fing ; 
Oh long may live, and long may reign. 
The little Venus of Back-lane. 



TO 
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TO AN UNSUCCESSFUL LOVEH. 

JL/AMON! thy fond hopes give o'eri m 

What for thee can Flavia do ? i tJ 

Well I know love's doom'd to fuffer,, . 
Be the paflion e'er fo true. 

All that friendfhip can allow thee ; . 

Ev'ry Grace to merit fhewn; 
All that Virtue dares beftow thee, i 

Claim it freely as thy own. 

Ceafe then further to purfue me I 

Shou'd with thee all Nature join ; 
Nature ere fhe can fubdue me, ^ 

To thy love muft conquer mine. 

She, alas ! for whom you languifli. 

Wears herfelf an hopelcis chain ; 
And now feels with equal anguifli. 

All you feel from her of pain. 



ON TAKING A SNUFF-BOX IN THE SHAPE OF A 
HEART FROM MISS K. A. 

VJTOOD Cupid, faid I, prithee pity thy fwain> 
And give mc the heart I have loft back again : 
The dear killing anguifli, I fuffer, remove ; 
Or grant mc. Oh ! grant the reward of my love ! 
V Cup 
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Cupid laugh'd at my folly, and told me he knew 
[y cafe was as fad as my paffion was true ; 
1 vain do you (igh for perfections fb rare, 
nee by them you can only be taught to defpair : - 
nd in vain do you fearch for a cure ; fmce the dartj 
hat's tip'd with her charms, fticks deep in the heart. 
ut left you fhou'd fay that your ufage is hard,' 
o be robb'd of your trifle, and get no reward; 
here's a SnufF-box I faw— on her toilet was laid, * 
s the Loves and the Graces were dreffing her head ; 
ake that heart for your's— v/ith this comfort you'll we^r it, 
• Ihe ufes it ill — ^why it's able to bear it. 



AN EPISTLE to A FRIEND. 



Wi 



HILE you, dear Grape ! divide your days 
Between your ftudy and your eafe ; 
And make the moments, as you will. 
To haften forward — or fit ftill : 
Here plagu'd with vifits up and down, 
And jolted fourfcore miles from town, 
Debarr'd from wit, and mirth, and news. 
What can you hope for from the Mufe ? 
An utter ftranger to delight, 
Why, friendfhip, wilt thou bid me write ? 
Why the dull country tale purfuc 
Of where I am, and how I do ? 

Fain wou'd I facrifice to rhyme- 
Some of my heavy load of time y 
And fain my willing hand wou'd move, 
iU ufual, in the caufe of love. 



But 
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But inborn pride, and juft difdain 
Have check'd my over-hafty pen ; 
The half-fonn'd vcrfes ceafe to run. 
Or rage fills up what love begun* 

Oh, Crape J 'tis thine to fhun the fnare, j^ 

The lover's hope, and his dcfpair; 
Its faired bloom, when beauty (hews. 
To blunt the dart which Cupid throws : 
To laugh with a well-manner*d eafe. 
And love juft as much as you pleafe. 

The Count too knows the fcx's guile ; 
He reads thro' ev'ry artful wile; 
And finds the happy fecret out, 
Juft as they veer, to veer about : 
Still be in love with half the town. 
Yet ftill prcferve his heart his own. 

But me a thoufand thoughts perplex. 
The vi6tim of the faithlels fex ; 
An eafy, undefigning fool, 
Juft fit to be a woman's tool : 
Who little judg'd the way fo long, 
That from her heart divides her tongue ; 
But thought the form, where beauty grew 
So like Heav'n, muft, like Hearv'n be true : 
Who knew not that the growing kils 
Was meant to check myv hopes of blifs ; 
That when we fat whole hours alone, 
'Twas but a fignal to be gone : 
That ftill to write, to be receiv'd. 
To figh, to fwear, to be believed. 
And told fo^ was, to be deceiv'd. 



} 



'Tis 
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'Tis thus, my freedom to regain, _ 
I Ihake and ftruggle with my chain : 
'Tis thus, that I have often fworn 
To pay indifference with fcorn : 
Yet in a friend the failing fpare ! 
$oon my frail purpofe dies in air : 
Kitty has ftill fome pow'r to move. 
And foftens all my rage to love. 

She that was deareft to my eyes. 
That taught my ev'ry wifh to rife; 
On whofe dear bofom I ra:lin'd. 
And treafur'd all my peace of mind ; 
That knew the way thro' all my breafl. 
Its conftant and moft welcome gueft : 
How can I tear her from my heart ? 
Or how, at once, for ever part ? 
Oh, no! the heart that's touch'd, may grieve; 
And fomewhat's due to taking leave : 
The thoufand fchemes I us'd to form. 
Still rife to keep my fancy warm ; 
And the pure flame continues yet 
To burn, tho' not with equal heat. 

Tir'd with thefe thoughts, I often ftray 
Mufing along the lonely way; 
And caft around my weary'd eye. 
Some focial dwelling to efpy. 
Where I may find fome friendly Crape, 
Or fome gay count in Clody's fliape; 
Where mirth with humor we may blend, 
And lofe the lover in the friend. 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes I'm curious to admire 
Th* importance of fomc neighboring 'Sqtiire; 
Who fummons all the fons of fport. 
And gives them drink, and takes their court : 
Where, high exalted in his hall 
He fits — the Nimrod o'er them all ; i, 

And nods his oracle of lead. 
Like -Sfop's afs ; when in his head 
He took it to command the waftes, ' 
And ftyl'd himfelf— the king of beafts : 
Around, his brother brutes appear. 
And the wide foreft fViakes for fear. 

Here kifs'd, and fquecz'd, with all their hearts. 
And kindly welcome to their parts ; 
They lead me to the eftablifli'd chat, 
Of whether I'm grown lean or fat : 
How long I left the town ; and when 
I think of going back again : 
Then to the harc^how often view'd — 
Where ftafted — and how far purfu'd — ' 

How fuch a horfe leap'd fuch a gate. 
With fifty things of equal weight : 
While I my ignorance conceal. 
And liften to th* inlh*u6live tale. 

Mean time, to their relief and mine. 
The wifh'd for bell invites to dine. 
How fhort our grace, how keen we fell. 
Each to his work — I need not tell. 
Nor how by birth and merit known. 
His worihip moft illuftrious fhone .; 
How much he ate, how deep he quafF'd, 
HRm- fttottg he hemm'd, how long he laughM ; 

How 
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How cv'ry voice was very loud. 
And he, the Stentor of the crowd. 

Stilnn'd with the noife, I fteal awayi 
And haften to the girls and tea; 
Where with mad romps, and ftale coquets^ 
Criticks in (ilk, and pert half-wits, 
I liften to the fage debates 
Which woman's fruitful tongue creates ; 
Of fafhions, officers, and beaux. 
Soft tragedies, and gaudy clothes; s . 
Matches broke ofiF, young maids difgrac'd ; 
Rich fauces, and the art of pafte. 

*Tis thus I languifli out my days, 
Fatigu'd in the purfuit of eafe ; ' 
'Till fpiritlefe, and quite oppreft. 
At length I fink mq down to reft. 
Then forming fancy brings to view, 
Chearful and gay, the Count and yoti; 
And ileep, the wretch's friend, fupplies 
Hiat comfort which the day denies* 



]»ALLAS 
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TaLlaS and VENUS RECONCILED. A POIML* 

INSCRIBED TO A YOUNG LADT, MISS K. A— M, 
ON HER BJRTH DAY. 



1 



I 



N ancient cfays (as authors fpcak. 
Who fpoil young matter's eyes with Greeks) 
In Heav'n a dire dijQen(ion rofe, 
And Wifdom's C^een and Love's were foes* 
Small was the caufe^ tho' fierce their hate. 
And Time but widen'd the debate : 
Which Ihews that fometiJEnes ih the flcies 
Great wars from fmall beginnings rift; 
With earth's giy toaft, and heav'n's bright dame, 
The fource of hatred's much the feme ! 

The queeii of charms was fond of drcls^ 
And Pallas minded nothing le£s ; 
From whence remarks were often throwA> 
About her manner and her own : 
Then, to examine ev'ry feature. 
And — ^well ! (he's fuch an unhewn creiturir! 
All her fine wifdom can't defcry 
When her oWii manteau's pinn'd awry ! 

There lufk'd about Minerva*s heart 
A little fpleen ; but hid with art ; 
Which fometimes led her to appear, 
Tho' not morofe, yet too fevere. 
Her topick was the marriage life; 
She talk'd of duties in a wife ; 



And 
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And often vow'd 'twas wond'rous pityj 
Virtue Ihou'd e'er forfake'the pretty : 
Well ! furely Venus has a face 
Gives ev'ry thing (he fays, a grace; 
The fineft fhape, the prettied airs. 
And the whole art of laying fnares : 
Lord 1 don't you wonder all her chaimsr 
Ha* n't won Apollo to her arms ?— 
But beauty's made for fools to prize. 
Below the notice of the wife ; 
Who never yet the worth c6u'd find 
Of a fine face, withotit a rnind. 

Reproach is ever apt to fpread ; 
So Venus foon heard all was fai^ ; 
And, tho' fhe fcorn'd tier rival's fpiglit, 
Vow'd that revenge fliou'd do her right. 
She valu'd not her fage remarks. 
About }ier conduft or her fparks; 
But fuch a cenfure, fo fevere 
. On beauty— that fhe could not bear. 
She'd have a pretty time indeed 
If fuch odd notions ffeou'd fucceed; 
Her altars were not worth her care. 
If none but fools were 6ffer'd there. 

Refolv'd her vehgeance to fulfil. 
To work (he fummdri'd all her £kill ; 
Then rofe impatient td purfue 
The project which (he hid in view, . 
ijLnd faithful to thfe great dcfign 
Her Doves Qbey'd" the rein diviiiif. 

Lz T 
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There is, as learned baixJs maintain, 
A narrow ftreet they call Back-lane : 
There is — a fretful critick cries, 
Hafte and impatience in his eyes : — 
There is — for pity's fake go on '; 
Will your dull tale be never done ? 
The time — the place — it's all agreed — 
What then ? — ^why ! then. Sir, I proceed i^ 

'Twas here the queen of love furvey'd. 
New to the light, an infant maid ; ' 
' Already blefs'd by Nature's care 
With charms fufficierit, and to fpare. 
Elate with hope, the goddefs fmil'd. 
Then tenderly embraced the child ; 
And breathing thrice an air divine. 
Gave ev'ry latent grace to fliine. 
Hence the foft moifture that fupplies 
The melting languifh to her eyes ; 
The fmiles, that ever dimpling move. 
And lips, that wear the hue of love ; 
The faultlefs harmbny of form ; 
The bloom^ that heightens ev'ry charm ; 
And all the foft engaging arts 
That beauty taught to vanquifh hearts- 
And— Kitty ! thou trnblemifh'd fair I 
'Tis thine, my empire to declare. 
The force of beauty to maintain. 
And give to ev'ry heart a chain. 
For thee, the old fhall know defire ; 
For thee, the tender beau expire ; 
And wit and wifdoni fhall agree 
To leave their books, and figh for thee. 



The 



^ 
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Thou, like the Kitty fung by Prior, 
Shall fet the willii?g world on fire ; 
And Pallas own. Math rage and fhame. 
Her pow'r too weak to quench the flai»e. 

She faid : — ^Joy fparkled in her eyes. 
And back fhe haften'd to the fkies. , 

Pallas, who guefs'd at her intent, 
Obferv'd the goddefi as flie went : 
She found her projccT: out, and fmil'd 
To think how foon it might be fpoil'd./ 
'Twas but to mix her with the loud, 
The fliamelefs, vain, unthinking crowd. 
Who hang out a fine worthlefs face. 
The fign of ev'ry publick place : 
*Twas but to quench her thirft of fame. 
All Venus' Ikijl had mifs'd its aim ; 
And charms might then have only been 
The means of making folly feen. • 

But Pallas chofe a nobler part 5 
Wifdom difdains each little art ; 
Knows its own ftrengtli, and fcorns to ufc 
That aid which Virtue wou'd refufe. 
She wou'd not fuffer her to ftray 
Where ill examples point the way ; 
But timely planted in her mind 
The ornaments of woman-kind; ^ 

The winning air, the modeft grace, : 

And virtue blooming through the face ; 
The temper prudently fincere. 
Not over-free, nqr too fevere : 

The 
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Thc elegance and eafe of wit. 

With judgment Low to manage it ; 

Of honor the exalted fenfe. 

And fprightly artlefs innocence. 

And thou, thrice happy maid, fhe cries, . 

Superior to the world fhalt rife : 

'Tis thine the virtuous heart to move. 

And kindle wifdom into love ; 

Love, fo well grounded, it fliall feem 

But the excels of juft efteem. 

That pleafing form, that faultlefe face. 

Shall only hold the fecond place; 

And Venus fliall be taught to own. 

That all the charms her hand has fown, 

Boaft not a luftre fo refin'd. 

As the Icaft beauty of your mind. 

Time, that makes virtue fliinc more, bright. 
Brought Kitty's merit foon to light : 
Unifh'd in ev'iy grace flie fhone. 
Our fex*s wonder, and her own ; 
And taught the coldeft hearts to warm. 
Won by her virtue or her form. 

The rival goddeffes furvey'd 
With anxious joy the rifing maid ; 
And fometimes new debates wete prefe'd 
About the talents flie poffefs'd ; 
Each boafting what to each fhe ow'd. 
And praifing what herfelf beftow'd. 

Jove liften'd to them both a while. 
Then told them, with an eafy fojile ; 



This 
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This fingle inftance ferves to fliew 

"Your bleffings fhou'd together go, 

The fair, whofe only merit lies 

In a fair outfide, men defpi^ ; 

And Wifdom wears an awkward drejs 

That fuits but ill with uglineft : 

'Tis Beauty that givfes Virme grille. 

And Virtue brightens the fair face; 

If, as in her, they both confpii-e. 

All fee their liiftre and ^dmire. 

Then, daughters ! leave your private e^idsj. 

And a6l like goddefles and«friends. 

Your pow'r, your union will compleatj , 

And millions round your altars wait. 

When Love and Wifdom learn to ftand, 

Join'd, as they fhou'd be, hand in hand. 



N 



VV HEN charming Kitty took h^r way. 

And parted from Dunleary ; 
Poor Damon wander'd near the fea, 

And figh*d 'till he was weary : 
His eyes were faften'd to the carr 

Which held the fair deluder ; 
In vain he gaz'd — and from afar 

His longing heart purfu'd her. 



II. Farcwel, 



ijl ORIGINAL POEMS^ 

II. 

Farewel, he cry'd, the lovely fecc 

Which Beauty keeps her court in ! 
And ev'ry Love, and ev'ry Grace, 

That round her crowd difporting ! 
Farewel the ambufli'd (miles that lie 

In wait for youth's undoing \ 
And the foft languifh of her eyc> 

That makes us fond of ruin ! 
III. 
At Petty's now no more I lopk. 

Nor thro' the fhutters peep in ; 
Nor finging at her window knock ' 

To interrupt her fleeping : 
Oh hafte ! return, ye minutes fair. 

Which paft away.fo gaily; 
Or give me back the heart, which there 

I parted with too freely. 

IV. 

Ye rocks ! by which we often walk'd. 

The eafy hours beguiling ! 
'Twas there we read, 'twas ther^ we talk'd ; 

While Love behind ftood fmiling ! 
No longer, fince fhe's out of fight. 

Your rugged brows feem pretty; 
It was not you that gave delight ; 

It was not you — ^but Kitty. 

V. 

How charming look'd the fwelling fail ! 

The ever-reftlefs ocean ! 
The color'd fky ! the fenning gale ! 

And every wave in motion ! 



jput 
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,ne left me here to grieve, 
^ J no longer gazing : 
'Twas lhe» that gilded eyery wave. 
And made the profpecl pleafing. 

VI. 

By night, by day, with friends, alone, 

Her charms are always thought pn : 
For want of trees, on ev'ry ftone 

I carve the name I doat on : 
I ilrove to write, and eafe my pain. 

And hop'd to fill my ditty; 
But near the heart was near the pen, 

I cou'd write nought — but Kitty* 
vn. 
In vain I try, fince Kitty's gone, 

A thoufand arts to chear me: 
So fad and peevifh am- 1 grown. 

The lads themfelves can't bear me- 
Oh Kitty I come, repair the lofs; 

Unlefs you make me airy. 
You'll fee me hang'd at Harold's crofs. 

Or drowning in Dunleary. 



TO HILAR I A ON HER BIRTH DAY. 

W ELL, Damon ! fays Crape, will you never leave fooling? 
-an't a man be in love without whining and puling ? 
i the fellow poffefs'd? prithee laugh and look gay; 
K)n't you know that to-morrow's Hilaria's birth-day? 

To-morrow 
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To-morrow — I'll fwear fo it is- 

Nine and twentieth of Auguft, a '" . .^^cr: 

Come! yonder*s a bottle, the laft ^* uijr wcahh ; 

So fill out a bumper, and drink to bcr hcaltli. 

Hold, friend — and Til tell you a fchcme that's much better: 
Sit down there, and write a poetical letter. 
A letter! — ^why, faith, Td fit writing all day; 
But I with I may die if I know what to fay. 

For fuppofe I began now, and made a long pray'r. 
In verfes as bad as my heart was fincere, 
For a long thread of life, and an unbroken health ; 
And a great deal of eaie, and fufficient of wealth i 

And all the foft pleafures of life: — why fhe knows 
I*ve wifh'd all this twenty times over in Profc ; 
And why with dull Verfe fliou*d one pefler a lady, 
Juft only to tell what herfelf knows already? 

Or fuppofe that I never fo finely had writ. 
Of her elegant mirth, her politenels of wit ; 
The many good qualities fhe lias in ftore, 
Senfe, Beauty, and Virtue, and fifty things more ; 

Why all this is moft true : I may write if I pleafe : 
But then 'tis no more than what ev'iy one fays ; 
And I fliou'd be laugh'd at all over the town. 
For attempting to pafs fuch a work for my own. 

So really, Hilaria, you muft be content : 
'Tis impoffible any fuch thing fhou'd be fent : 
Fen* while the world talk in your praife as they do, 
I can never pretend to write any thing new. 

OCCASIONED 
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.iONED BY A POEM FROM 



I 



SAY not with what tranfport fii*'d 
We dwelt 011 ev'ry line you writ : 
What joy the happy news infpir'd. 
What admiration, fo much wit* 

We fearch'd for words, and vainly tiy'd, 
What much we lik'd, enough to praife; 

When Phoebus took us both afide. 

And check'd our thoughts in words like thcfe- 

Forbear, rafli youths ! confcfs 'tis fit 
The foul fhou'd like the body fiiine ; 

And thofe fhou'd equal me in Vv^it, 
Whofe eyes were made to rival mine. 

To their fuperior charms, the Nine 
Have joyfully refign'd their places : 

Henceforth their toilet is my fhrine. 
And Harold's Crofs is my Parnaffus. 



A TRVE 
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A TltUE PREAM TO*HILARIA, THE AUTHOR'S 

SISTER-IN-LAW. 



X 'OTHER night, as I lay very penfive in bed. 
And love and fair Kitty ftill ran in my head ; 
I footh'd with a thoufand vain hopes my fond breaft. 
And flatter'd myfelf by dcgrces into reft ; 
When my fanqr began on a fudden to fcheme. 
And work'd up a kind of avifion or dream. 

Methought, near a profpecl that look'd to the fca, 
Ther^ feem'd all alone a young Shepherd to ftray : 
His perfon, juft fuch as one need not defpife ; 
And wha^wit he had got was of much the fame fize- 
Not the'^ril to laugh out ; nor yet firft to complain ; 
And tho' not very proud, apt enough to be vain- 
Rather chearful than gay, rather dull than fevere ; 
And tho' fomewhat awkward he feem'd in his air. 
Of a heart pretty tender, and truly fincere. 



! 



V 



Such appeared the young fwain ; when along by his eye, 
Too apt to take fire, a bright virgin pafs*d by ; 
In the gay bloom of youth ; with the Graces, that meet 
In the ftrength of good fenfe, and the eafe of true wit : 
With a paiTion for Fame, and a heart that afpir'd 
To pleafe ; and, with innocence wou'd be admir'd ; 
With ev*ry perfeflion that teaches to charm ; 
The fweetnefs of mind, and exa6lnefs of form ; 
And yet fuch fmall foibles, as fall to the fliare 
Of, avhat prudes call, levity ; others call air : 

AU 



All life, and all beauty; the queen of the plain; 
And about — let me fee— the fifth year of her reign. 

,1 
The youth, tho' he knew it not, foon was betray'd ; 
He talk*d, and he read, and he laughed with the maid ; 
And why fhou'd he not do fo ? what was the ill, 
* Where he once met a pleafure, to look for it ftill ? 
He felt a new tranfport whene'er flie was nigh. 
And found he was blefs'd, tho' he cou'd not tell why. 
But time, by wRich ev'ry fond thought is improv'd ; 
And abfence, that longs for the perfon belov*d ; 
Soon taught him a leflbn to look to his heart. 
And beware of the joy that might lead him to fmart- 

He did what he cou'd dp — he ftrove to be gay ; 
But what cou'd delight him when fhe was aw^ay ? 
To town then he flew in purfuit of his eafe. 
And try'd ev'ry art, he cou'd think of, to pleafe ; 
He gaz'd, and he figh'd, and he vow'd,- and addrefs'd, 
And ftill, as fhe flew, ftill he modeftly prefs'd : 
At length, when he fancy 'd fhe fled with an air. 
That feem'd that fhe was not difpleas'd with his pray'r. 
When he flatter'd himfelf with a profpe6l of blifs. 
And fhe'd not quite grant, nor deny him a kifs ; 
That inftant, methought, in the midft of the view, 
A terrible fpe6tre, call'd Poverty, flew ; 
Like a Curate's old gown by his fide it was plac'd ; 
And frighten'd the nymph, till fhe doubled her hafte. 

Juft then too, if right in the dark I cou'd fpy. 
There chanc'd an ill-natui'd old maid to pafs by : 
Like the goddefs of fpite, in the fhape of true zeal. 
Who fpeaks ill of all thofc, before whom fhe fpeaks well; 

Who 
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Who fo cunningly threw her ill offices in, 
Diirembling, and fiiwning, and cringing between ; 
That the Nyolph, thinking all the had faid to be right, . 
Gave a fpring all at once, and got clear out of fight. 

Ye Virgins ! that laugh, when tnie love is perplext, 
Why now fhou'd I tell how the Shepherd was vcxt ! 
You'd rather attend to a gaudier fcene. 
For yonder the bright God of Wealth's coming itt. 
Not fuch, as by Poets, wha know not his worth. 
In an old-falliion'd garb he is often brought forth ; 
With an ufurer's vifage, long, dirty, and thin. 
And wrinkles, that ftretch from his front to his chin ; 
But youthful, and fprightly, and full of grimace. 
No fymptom of thought hanging over his face, 
Juft fuch as'pulviird at aflfemblies he fhows 
The load of fine laces that ftiffen his cloaths, 
With a dozen of hearts round hirfi ready to break, 
Whenfoe'er his dear tongue is fo good as to fpeak. 

phairs, liveries, coaches, all grandeur, and air! 
Shows, dances, and plays, and eight hundred a year J 
What heart cou'd refift them ! — the Virgin confefe'd 
She was toucli'd — by the flutter that lieav'd in her breaftj 
She look'd, and fhe figh'd, and was loth to remove ; 
Oh 1 why was not Wealth the attendant of Love ! 

And now the gay vifion began to decay; 

And again the young fwain found her out ill the way: 

But taught, fi'om what pains in her flight he had try'rfi 

By a little moi»e caution to humble his pride. 

His addrefe with a modefter awe he renew'd. 

And ftill rathei- foUow'd the Nymph, than purfu'd. 

At 
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At length he fo open'd his heart, with an air 
That cou'd not but tell her his love was fincere ; 
By fuch figns as art never knew how to difguife. 
From his words, and his filence, his geftures, and eyes ; 
That the Nymph feem'd at laft to confefs, that Ihc knew 
" Thb vows he fo often repeated were true. 
** If love wou*d make up for the love he had fhewn, 
^« Why fhe might be induced to give fome of her own : 
** But then her dear pleafure ! her freedom to range ! 
** Oh fhe never cou'd think her condition to change ! 
And her eyes, as ft>e fpoke, methought feem'd to exprels 
Some diftafte at the black that appeared in his d^efs- 

The youth, who was ever attentive to hear. 
Sat down in a mixture of tranfport and fear : 
He refolv'd, if he cou*d, all her doubts to remove. 
And begg'd aid of the Goddefs of Wit and of Love. 
Tlie Goddeffes came — they were eafily known ; 
For the features of Venus were juft like her own. 
And the pow'r over Wifdoax that's faid to preilde, 
Look'd juft like a lifter that fat by her fide. 

The Nymph was foon told, that true pleafure was plac'd 
Not fo much in riches themfelves — as our tafte : 
Can riches prote6l us from cares and alarms ? 
If they cou'd — why that love has like wealth its^ own charms- 
How little fhe knew of the feafons of life : 
How unlike were the fchemes of a maid and a wife : 
Her thoughts of themfelves wou'd take fame other raoge; 
And perhaps too, her notions of pleafure might change: 
If not— that a youtl^^ who fo often had fhewn 
Her blifs was much dearer to him than his own^ 
Wou'd never attempt her gay mirth to reftrain; 
Or think it a pleafure to give her a pain : 

So 



So far from abridging, he'd fearch out for new, 
And gratitude give her, what love wou'd not do. 

Jiift here as I liften*d, more curious to heed 
A cafe that with mine fo exactly agreed, 
Methought that I ftirr'd, and drew nearer to try 
What the Goddefs urg'd more, or the Nymph wou'd reply. 
Butawak'd by that motion, I found that in bed 
I had only been lift'ning to what myfelf faid : 
And all my hopes now, fince I happen'd to wake. 
Are that you can beft tell what the Goddefs wou'd fpeak; 
And Kitty, what anfwer the virgin wou'd make. 



■I 



TO MISS K.... A..*. 
WITH A BOTTLE OF EYE WATER* 

W ELL! tho' my heart confutes you as you fpeak^ 
You fay, and I muft think, your eyes are weak* 
What you but fancy, I wou'd fain remove : 
Ev*ir fancied pains give real grief to love^ 
And fince too coy your cruelty denies 
The better way to cure a lady's eyes. 
Take aid of med'cine : art may eafe the fight;. 
And make lefs painful, what it can't more brighj. 

See ! thro' the vial fhines the limpid ftream, 
Unfttllied as the Spring, from whence it came. 
Shook by your hand, what new diforders rife ! 
This way and that, each warring atom flies ; 
And mixt in wild confulion, as they pafs. 
Taint the fmooth fuiface, and deform the glafs ; 



The 
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The hue tranfparent it no more retains. 
And nothing, but a muddy red, remains. 

So a fair Lady's flave, at perfeft eafe, 
(Ere yet flie took it in her head to teize,) 
Joy in his eyes, and ev'ry motion gay, 
Laugh'd, toy'd, and jok'd the happy hours away : 
If fhe, who never thought it an hard cafe 
To play the tyr.ajit o'er a lover's peace^ 
Catch at fome word, when moft his heart is fifee> 
And is indeed difpleas'd, or feems to be ; 
Then in his breaft a thoufand paffions ri£b> 
Fear, fliame, and anger fwell into his eyes : 
In vain he ftriv^ his* humor to regain ; 
And ftrains 2 kugb, ami forces mirtk in vaixt. 

When thusjbe tumiiU in the glafe, runs high, 
Then is the proper feafon to apply : 
Tis from the ferment beft the pain's appeas'd. 
As, when I'm mofi confounded, you're moft ple^cb 
Theirtake a feather — in a hand like your's 
The flighteft trifles work important cures : 
Dipp'd in the juice its downy top apply ; 
Twill give new ftrength and vigor to your eye. 
Frefh as- the fun, uprifing from the fea. 
Its native luftre fhall renew the day ; 
And crowds, that gather to the blaze of light. 
Shall teach you to confefs its beams are bright. 



M • A» 
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AN APOLOGY FOR A BLtJNDER^ 
TO THE SAME- 



/xS Damon was thinking of what he had faid. 

And biting his nails off, and beating his head. 

All fullen and ftupid— ^he met by the way 

With the fly God of Loire, and the bright God of Day. 

The Gods were well-bred ; made a civil falute ; 
And rallied, and talk'd; but poor Damon was mute. . 
Cupid guefs'd at the caufe, and — ne'er think of thy fmart t 
What ! I hare an aiTOW, and fhe has zm heart } 

Oh, no! he reply*d, I've undone myfelf quite: 
I have made fuch an horrible blunder to-night* 
With that he began, and from firft to the laft. 
Told them both cv'ry tittle of all that had paft. 

' Apollo was ready to fpeak to the cafe : 
So he ftrok'd his fmooth chin, and put on a wife face^ 
And read him a leflure as dry and as fage. 
As if he juft came from reforming the ftage. 

He told him, what he but too well knew before. 
He had been a great fool, and ftiou'd be fo no more ; 
Then clos'd his grave counfel, with bidding him weigh, 
lire he ventured to fpeak what it was he wou'd fay. 

Sly 
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Siy Cupid, who'd give all the world for a jpkc, 
Xiflcn'd very fedately to all tliat he fpokc : 
Then fixing a leer of difdain on his eye^ 
He laiigh'd at his wildom, and made this reply: 

"Full fagely you mark out the way he fliou'd take : 
A lover, be furc ! ought to think ere he fpeak t 
As if in a trice he cou'd learn the hard art 
Of fubduing his tongue, who can't govern his heart ! 

iVhy! what! don't you know, that with all your finerulfe. 
My banner makes all, who come under it, fools ? 
Or why are my darts treafur'd up in her eyes. 
But to fhew them for idiots who think themfelves wife ? 

Here he has a hole in his heart: — to be fiire 

A dry lefiure's of fingular ufe in the cure : . 

And Phoebus will counfel : tho' Daphne can prove ; 

How little he knows in the matter of love. 

Come, come, God of wit ! 'tis your talent to wi'ite; 
Affift him in that : he may get fomething by't : 
But never attempt in this cafe to advife. 
Till you cut ofif his tongue, or elfe put out bcr eye*. 



t6 miss k. a^ 



JL OU alk me what it was I faid, 

(And wonder I fo foon forgot) 
When my fond heart its thoughts betray'd, / 

And figh'd, and fpoke, I know not what. ^ 

Ma ra 
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ril fwear the words I cannot tell. 

Which foremoft for their paffage ftrore : 

But this I can remember well. 
That ev'ry thing I fiaid was love. 

1 counted not each woixl that flew, 
But left my heart to guide my tongue ; 

And while I only thought of you, 
I knew it cou'd not lead me wrong* 

How Ihou'd I rccoUea the reft ? 

My heart was otherwife employed : 
Thofe lips, that bofom, when I prefi'd. 

How cou'd I think of aught befide ? 

You, if I err'd, my errors floade : 
He^ who, in forcing one dear kiis> 

Can ftay to think of what he faid. 
Shews he's unworthy of the blife- 



TO MISS K. A- 

OTILjL do you doubt ? are vows and fighs: 

Too weak my paffion to reveal ? 
And can you vie^y with capelefs ey^s 

The woes you taught me firft to feel ? 

Aflc all the motions of my heart, 

Each fearful hope, each fond defirc; 
They'll tell, who taught my blood to fert. 

Or bade the feeble pulfe retire. 

£xami; 
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Examine well that ftultlcfc face ; 

That form, by Virtue more refin'd; 
And look into yourfelf, and trace 

The hidden bes^uties of your mind; 

Then think, if Virtue cannot movej 

If Beauty cannot hearts fubdue ; 
And judge how very much I love, 

Fronii knowing what I aught to dp. 

Pity a heart already loft ; 

For well you know, a purer flame 
JMo Shepherd ever yet cou*d boaft ; 

$ioT kipdled by a brighter damef 



70 THE SAME* 



vJrO, faithful Mufe ! approach the cruel fair : 
For thee perhaps fhe'll condefcend to hear. 
Watch her retiring hpurs ; and when you find 
A pleafing foftnefc ftcaling o'er her mind. 
Then, when the conquefts of th^ day are o'er. 
And the gay tyrant thinks of death no more ;. 
When from her eyes th' imperious flames retirC:r 
Or languifh in the meltings of defire; 
Seize the propitious minute, and reveal 
On her love-fwelling breafty my tender tale : 
Count all the pangs of abfencc; all the paij^ 
Of love, requited with feverc difdaini 



qru 
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The doubts, the feai-s, the hcart-confuming fire ; 
And ever-living anguifli oCdefire ; 
Then tell her, that for her I fufter more, 
Than any Swain for any Nymph before. 
JIc that wou*d try the utmoft Love can do^ 
Oh Kitty ! with my eyes he muft fee you^. 



TO THE SAMS. 

t><QME, lovely fair, let you and I 
Obferve how fwift the moments fly : 
And let us from that fearch be taught 
To ufe them, as indeed we ought. 

Already Tve outfigh'd a year : 
And what, alas, is love more near ? 
To me the anguifh ilill returns. 
And the pure flame for ever burns ; 
And ftiU I meet with, on your part. 
The lame impenetrable heart. 

*Tis true, that I have been allow'd 
Favors, which fuit not with the crowd : 
Vifits Fm privileg'd to pay. 
Nor thought too tedious if I flay; 
And can, without the leaft ofience. 
Write of your beauty, or your fenfe. 
Nay, fometimes in a happier ftylc. 
My lovefick moments I beguile ; 
And, while in gen-ral terms I fpeakj^ 
The finile fits dimpling on your check. 



But 
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But when my eager tongue wpu'd prc& 
For more fubftantial happinefs ; 
When, as the minutes grow more kind, 
I venture to break all my mind ; 
Why — ^your good-nature lets me fit 
And talk an hour out on my fit : 
Then, of a fudden, with an air 
As if you juft begun to hear. 
You turn about, and feign to tell 
Some merry paflkge that befel ; 

Or calling blufties to your aid, ' ^ 

Excufe your inattentive head, > 

And vow, you know not what I faid : 3 

For while you laugh*d at laft night's joke. 
How cou'd you hear what Damon fpokc? 

Why, Kitty ! pray now is it kind 
Thus to infult a faithful mind ? 
Is it fo hard to'underftand 
My meaning, when I prefs your hand ? 
When on thofe dear foft lips I hung, 
'Till my heart trembled on' my tongue. 
Was it not eafy to be feen, 
"What brought it there, what kept- it in ? 
Two birth-days are already gone : 
And is my anguifh ftill unknown ? 
And after all that Tve profefe'd, 
Andgaz'd, and figh'd, and begg'd, and prefi'dj 
Muft I afrefli my paffion prove. 
And tell again my tale of love ? 

You that fo well know what I mean, 
.Why will you ehiifc to give me pain^ 

Seauty 
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Beauty was ne'er defign'd to teize : 
And the leatt Love defervc8-?-is eafc. 
The conftant flame Wit muft approve ; 
And Beauty fure was made for Love. 
Since then thefe three were made to meeti 
And Beauty, and the charms of Wit 
Already in your breaft combine; 
Take, prithee take fome love from minei 

Look round — if any where you find 
An heart more paffionately kind ; 
Indulge that heart — for tho' I knew 
No torment like the lofs of you. 
Yet 'twou'd be fome degree of reft^ 
If, while I fuffer'd, you were bleis'd. 

But if no paiTion can appear 
So juft, fo tender, fo fincere ; 
If nothing can the ftrength remove 
Of Kitty's charms, or Damon's love ; 
Why will you trifle with qay cares ? 
And give me hopes, yet kave me firar$ ? 
Why do you ftill ftand doubting whether. 
Beauty and Love fhou'd go tog^ether ? 



TO 
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Thus, ever ftudious to improve . 
The fweet fociety. pf love ; 
Thus let me, Oh my lov'd and fair ! 
f hus let me bid tbee welcome here. 



THE HAPPY HUSBAND. 



Wi 



ITH eager arms as Damon prefs'd 
The treafure of dear Kitty's breaft, 
A thouf^nd foft expreffions hung 
In broken accents on his tongue ; 
And all that fondhefs touch'd his heart. 
Which flows from love devoid of art. 

And thou, he cry'd, joy-giving pow'r ! 
Chafte guardian of the nuptial bow-r I 
Ob call each loftnefs to thy aid. 
And footh the evep-charming maid : 
Still cherifli in that lovely breaft. 
His image whom her goodnefs bleft 5 
Still teach that goodnefs to improve. 
And raifc in her a mutual love. 
Earth's ricbeft ftore, the gawdy fhow 
That gay ambition wou'd beftow ; 
The grave man's hope, the vain's defire. 
Pomps that perplex, and joys that tire ; 
For them let other bofoms move : 
I aflc no happinefs but love. 
Be this my treafure — to maintain 
'jThe heart you taught me once to gai^. 



Aa 
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An hufband's vow ! and fo finccrc ! 
The God was much furpriz'd to hear. 
Love's altar feldom us'd to finoke 
With incenfe from the marriage-yoke : 
While happinefs is yet in view. 
We kneel, and beg, and figh, and fue : 
Pofleft of what they moft defire, 
Few know to raife their wifhes higher. 

At length he fmil'd, and — Chappy youth, 
Thy blifs depends upon thy truth. 
'Tis tliine to clafp a thoufand charms ^ 
To take each merit to thy arms ; 
Features fo juft ; a ftiape fd rare 
As finifh'd forms are taught to wear ; 
And, what no pencil e'er cou'd hit. 
The gayell and beft-natur'd wit ; 
Virtue, by elegance refin'd, 
And ev'ry Grace that paints the miiid* 

So bright if her perfeflions fhine, 
Let conftancy and truth be thine : 
Still gay und tender in your air 
Convince her, flie's your only care ; 
And let her fee, however good. 
You're yaftly fhort of what you wQu'd# 

Ere yet the happy knot was ty'd ; 
While fhe indulg'd a virgin's pride; 
While taught by her to fmile or figh, 
Yoi^fear'd and hop'd you knew not why ^ 
Then think how many thoufand ways 
Love fought for, ^ found out to pleafc# 
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Thofe ways now ftudy to improve. 
And mingle gratitude with love. 
Still pra6life the fame honeft art. 
That won it, to fecure her heart : 
Still lay the undeceiving fhare; 
Labour to be what then you ^wre : 
And {hew, if youU jw^rve her flame. 
What once flie lik'd is ftill the fame. 



TO TH£ SAME. 

X IS true, dear girl^ the charms of fong 
Have really been delayed too long. 
If nothing but the poet's art 
Cou'd paint a tender huflband's heart ; 
In verfe alone if Love cou'd flow, 
'Twere fit you had it long ago. 

But you, that are yourfelf a wit. 
And know how hardly rhymes are writ ; 
What racks, what tortures heav'n ordains 
To end the child-buth of the brains ; 
May well fuppofe, when verfes tarry. 
The Poet fometimes may mifcarry : 
The Mufe, tho' he (incerely pray'd. 
Might ftill withdraw her midwife aid ; 
And what avails the head or heart. 
If Clio will not lend her art ?, 

In fuch a cafe, the only way 
Is, what we cannot flng, to fay. 



And 
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And who'll contend for profe or.mctrc^ 
If love appears in ev'ry letter ? 
Howe*er exaft the numbers bit, 
they're but the garniture of wit : 
love's food; the true fubftantial difli, is 
Kind open hearts, and tender wifhes ; 
And nicely cook'd, or homely dreft. 
An hearty welcome chears the feaft. 

Where verfe at 6nce and fondnels warm. 
Each ientence wears a double charm : 
Yet truths, in honeft profe that meet. 
May found as ftroAg, tho' not as fwcdt. 

Do but recal the feafon paft. 
With dam'{)s, and rains, and ftorms o'ercaft ; 
Then think how I mGft fpend my time 
And tell me, cou*d you look for rhyme ? 
Divided betwixt doubt and fear ; 
A flave to dullnels and to care ; 
With nothing done, and yet the view 
Of fometliing ev'ry week to do ; 
Torn from myfelf ; tho* well my heart 
Cou'd guide me to my better part. 
Yet anxious ftill, and ev'ry day 
Uncertain fhou*d I go or ft ay; 
Divided thus, fay, is it fit 
Or poffible to hope for wit ? 

For put the <^afe that I begun;- 
Suppofe the lines in order run; 
And all my hopes, and all my pains' 
Lie ready for the fofteft Arains :' 




Yet 
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fp^^^ fee with what an awkward grace 
^, They fuit the bus'nefc of the place ! 

' *Tis hard, my life, to paint the forrow, 
. *_* Sir I Tipper faid he'd come to-moriow."' 
^o lone an abfence who can bear ?— 
-*- Enter from Kilmacreddock Clare. 
""One month already, almoft two gone! 

** A meffage. Sir, from Chrifty Coogan !" 
. And yet more griefs this weather bodes, 
jMore flops — " Your fervant, Mr. Rhodes !" 
My heart is heavier than a lump far — 
** Who w^ants me ? — Ford of Donacompher.** 
Xicfs is their pain who draw or pull flones, 
*' You'll want two cars. Sir, at St. Woolflan's J" 

^ Why, girl, fuch nonfenfe wou'd induce us, 
■ For ever to renounce the* Mufes ; 
:' And ere Td fend fuch fluff as this is, 
- I'd tear my pen in fifty pieces. 

But when (as foon I hope it may,) 
, : The face of bus'nels looks more gay ; 
\ When the fun fhews his chearful face. 

And corn, and hay rolls in apace ; 

Then be aflur'd that better times 

Can hardly fail of fofter rhymes : 

The Poet's flame ftiall brighter glow ; 

The heart in tender numbers flow ; 

And all, that you diflike my verfe in, 

I quickly will make up in perfon. 



!• 
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TO THE SAME. 

JD A I R Kitty and her Damon fat. 
They talked of this, and laugh'd at that; 
And trifled, between grave and gay, 
An hour of wedded life away. 
At length, in inadvertence loft. 
Or by fo me thought unwelcome croft. 
He rafhly dropp'd a word unkind ; — 
And fhe replied — and herejoin'cV — 
And, as moft marriage quarrels do. 
The feud increas'd 'till he withdrew. 

He went — but with what thoughts ; or when 
He panted to come back again ; 
What fighs arofe ; what murmurs fell. 
We'll leave it to himfelf to tell. 

The charming fair wasr now alone> 
To meditate on what was done : 
Sternly fhe weigh'd, and ponder'd long 
Each circumftance flie fancied wrong : 
Thus ev'ry moment as it came 
But added fuel to her flame. 
And was it then for this ? fhe cry'd. 
For this that I was made a bride? 
For this, in all the lifts of fame. 
Was Kitty's the firft toafted name ? 
Thefe eyes ftill pointed Cupid's darts. 
And long I reign'd the C^een of hearts. 



For 
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For hiai did J refufe to go 
To the rich fool or gawdy beau ; 
And flattcr'd by hi? vows of truth. 
Gave beauty, fortune, wit, and youths 

The lovely nymph was running on. 
As many a lo\i<ly nymph has done. 
When Wifdom's queen came in, and ftoo<J 
Clofe by her fide, in ftelh and blood ; ' ' 
And wore, her counfel to endear, 
Ttfofe charms her fifter us'd to w«ar ; 
And Kitty ! come reftrain, (he cry'd;, 
This anger, "and forbear to chide.— 
A word— which had been better ftopt, 
(Perhaps repented as it drbpt. 
The anguifh of a iudden fret !) 
Is that a crime love can't forget ? 
Or is there no allowance made. 
When pafl&on is by fondnefs bred ? 
Who can expe6t th^t man and wife 
Should travel the whole road of lijG:, 
Yet never meet in all their way. 
One dirty ftep, one rainy day. 

Tho' warm the fun, tho* clear the IDky, 
The fcatter'd drops will fometimes fly : 
So, his beft torch, tho' Hymen lights. 
And Love the fondeft hearts unites. 
Yet oft that fondnefs will create 
Some little inadvertent heat; 
And words on either fide will rife. 
Too hafty, to be always wife. 

N Love 
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Love, that's but counterfeit, may try, 
Cloath'd in a foft fmoothbrow to lie. 
And wear, prepar*d for every cafe, 
A cool tranquility of face. 
Where the true paffion warms the heart, 
Iticorns the dull difguife of art. 
Looks out, and tries a thoufand ways> 
And labours, as 'tis pleas'd, to pleaie } 
But, us'd with coldneis or difdain. 
Frets with the anguiih of its pain. 

'Tis the fame flame for ever glows. 
When calm, and when the tempcft blows. 

For once then, let my cqunfel guide — 
To peace give up a little pride : 
Secure to charm th* enamour'd youth. 
Reward his conftancy and truth ; 
Nor quarrel, when the foul's (incere, 
Tho' ceremony be not there — 
For why fliou'd ev'ry trifle part. 
So fair ^ fprm, fo fpnd a heart ? 



TO THE l^AME. 



W^HY, Kitty, why, my foul's delight, 
For ever will you ceafe to wi-jte? 
On filence obftinately bent 
Can nothijng foften ypur intent ? 
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Gan no kind thought, np fond.defigu 
Pi-evail for one importswi^t line ? 
Is It fo very hard to tell 
You are, and hope that I am well ? 

Oh were thatbofom wont to rife 
Like mine with undiflemt^led figbs! 
Tq feel the fears, the doubts, the paim. 
The weight which abfent love fuftains! 
Then you had ftrove that weight to eafc n 
And broke off all unl^i^d delays : 
Each poft haid help'd the fweet defign. 
And mingled your de^r vows with 'mine : 
Oh then, love's torments you hafi known ; 
Judg'd of my anguif|[i by your own ; 
And haften'd in my breait to heal 
The pangs yourfelf had lear^'d to feel. 

Here twice, as the dull weeks appear, 
(The only twiqe that I can hear) 
I look aijd liften, 'till the fun 
LafKes the lazy minutes on ; 
'Till the dull polls' long-wilh'd for horn 
Slow-winding cheers the tedious mcu'n : 
Then, ere the welcome note has ceas'd, 
I rufh with a fpnd lover's hafte. 
Search all his packet o'er and try 
Each fuperfcription with my eye; 
My fingers eager to reveal 
The tender fecrets pf the feal ; 
And hope frefh-blooming bids me lay^ 
'That furely I fball hear to day. 

But what, ah what avails my care ? 
. My fond, impatient, boding fear ? 

' Nz The 
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The tlK^ufand hopes by fancy mov*d. 
By love ftill cherifh'd and improv'di 
What boot they all ? Ihe ftill denies 
For whom that fear, thofe hopes arife : 
And Kitty is to me as dumb. 
As if the poft had never come. 

Ye youths! who meet with cold difdain^ 
Inftruft me how to bear my pain : 
Teach me fomc fecret to remove 
The pangs of unrequited love. 

Fatigu'd with hopes ; deceiv'd in alli 
For other remedies I call ; 
I try the pleafui'es of the place ; 
And haften to the crowded rac^. 
Where, full of pride, the wanton fteed 
Calls forth his well-con tefted fpeed;. 
He fprings ; and cutting fliort the way 
Behind him leaves th' imprinted clay^ 
Here tho' I caft my eyes arCund, 
Yet 'tis not here relief is found:* 
Where the fat juftice and the fquire 
With diflbnance and nonfcnfe tire J 
And each dull noife but brings to taind 
That harmony I left behind. 

Or if my weary'd footfteps ftray. 
Where meet the pretty and the gay; 
Where dancing fires the virgin train: 
And mufick foftens ev'ry fwain; 
In vain alas ! the mufick warnis; 
Iftnd what to me are all their charms? 
When the moft finifh'd beauty there 
l^ut minds me of a form more fair* 
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What tho' to other arts I fly. 
And the dull aid of bus*nefi try; 
My giief can fcqUeftrations move? 
And what have tithes to do with love? 
Oh Kitty, cv'17 art's in vain: 
'Tis you alone can footh my pain; 
Your hand cto foften ev*ry dart. 
And ftay the anguifli of my heart; 
And one kind letter will prevail. 
Where mirth, and youth, and mufick fail. 



• ON HILARIA^S £ I R T H*J> A Y* . 

\ P O L L O was plap'd t'ather day^ with tlie Nine, 
rOoking over the poems that lay by his flirine; 
^hen in bolted Momus,' the patron profcft 
f banter, and gibe, and {atyrical jeft: 
!ere lookee, he cry'd, a^d you'll laugh 'till you fplit ; 
!e that fool of a i^rd that wou ji] fain be a wit; 
ow he fti*ain3, and he fq]aeezes^£pr fomethiiig fo f^y 
n your fiiv'rite toaft's, your Hilaria's birth-cfay. 
Tiy what with a vengeance, tod doh*t we weUlchow 
ow he plagu'd us with verfes fome two years ago; 
^ith her beauty and wit what a racket he made, 
111 he told us himlelf, nothing new cou d be faid« 
id now (hall he teize us again with his metre, 
her worth fo much lefs, or his wit fo much greater f 
111 he fend us the fame dull ftuGT over ? or do 
hat impoffible thing, write of her fomething new? 



No, 
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No, Momus, the virtues, that grace yonder faic. 
Are this moment as lively at leaft as they ^^erc: 
And, to tell you the truth byhis ftudy of arts. 
The youth has not much finte then brightchM his parts. 

But what, tho' her merits can never clecay. 
And tho' he fays no more than what other folks fay: 
Yet fure you'll allow, when the laugh has gone rounds 
That your jeft may be good, tho* your logick's unfbun(£ 

All degrees praife her virtue, her beauty and wit; 
If this may be faid, pray why mayn't it Be writ ? 
Or mull his verfe be damn'd for what every one knows? 
TheVhole t^vifii m»kcs a mfcrit of talking in profc. 

Why muft he no more the famcf praifes purfuc ? 
Becauic the world owiis what he faid *t6 be true i 
If this be the rule we mufi 'flaiid by, ifr fell. 
Why faith we muft e'fcn never n^mfe heir at sill; 

For ptople mtift'fpeak, ahd ffitarfa miifthcir^ 
(Tho' he indhis verfe ftidtt''d*ft<v6fippek^^^ ^ - 
A thodfind ^meis over, the pi:aifethiit'» Iter due. 
And which iil the world TcnoTi^, fctft ic^lbfi; tb W^l^; 



GA^nP 
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CAUSED BY SO-WLE SETTLEMENTS OF MONET 
MATTERS> BY WHICH THE AVTHQH MATE- 
RIALLY SUFFERED. 



V>lOULDS'T thou furvcy roy breaft, and mark how fair 

Its faithful mirror (hews your image there; 

Yourfelf mig^t beft my boneft thoughts explain. 

And your eyes witnefi, that I do not feign : 

With pleafure you'd confefe the pen fincere, 

Wliich tells my longings for your ptefence here. 

Not barely for the promife of thofe arms, 
Tho' beauty tempts, and chafte afifeftiOft warms. 
But 'tis, to pour upon your gen'rous- breaft. 
The breathirigs of a mind, by grief oppt^fi. 
Confcious, whkt woiilids my indolence has made; 
And fearing left its power lhou*d ftill pcrfuade 
I call your prudefice in, and now implore. 
That aid, fo offered, and fo fhuntfd before : 
To watch my aftion^, faftett to my fide ; 
And guard diat indolence, I cahnot guide ; 
To fave, our Jittje which doth now remaitt. 
Of fliatter'd fortune and my peace and fame. 
Cheered by your fM^eetnefs ; by your ktndnefi, freed; 
Who knbws, ^nIt yet your counfel may fuccified ! 
Proppedhy your ftrength, I may cncreafe my otrxl, 
'22/ the young infant*, Prudence, Mralks alotie t 
Caution's late bud may yet grow ripe by tim^ ; 
And your fruit fweeten the harfh juice cf mrnei 
Then let its warmeft balm compaffion try. 

And Vrear a watchful, but a friendly eye ; 

Sec,— 
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See, — ^but not fearch for faults : and be when fpy'd > 
Gentle to cover what it cannot hide. 
Perhaps the body feeds the mind's difcafc : 
Perhaps the mind runs mad in queft of eafc : 
Th# outward anguiflb will no med'cine move; 
And may'nt each inward pain be fctothed by lore* 
Try then each art your prudent thoughts dcvife, 
Affift each effort as it ftrives to rife ; 
And throw, if e'er fome frailty fliou'd prevail^ 
Your ftrenglh and kindhcfe in the other fcalc- 
Virtue's firft ftSps ire feeble, ias they're young. 
Till time, which knits the fihews, makes them ftrong: 
'Tis true, my late made promife died in air, — 
But don't, t&ough vain, pronounce it infincere ; 
If but one day from error I abfiain d, 
'Tis yet one day in virtue's favour gained : 
The languid effort mayn't fuftain me long ; 
But one day mor« may make me twice as ftrong ; 
In fome blcft hour the impreiOSon may prevail. 
And work its conqueft, — ^though a thoufand fail. 
By flow and gradual flep^ each cuftom dies^ 
Which learn'd from flow and gradual fteps to rife. 
'Tis thus bad habits better in the mind ; 
The threads untwifting, as the firft were twin'd* 
Patient, the young Repentance climbs her way> 
And toils encumber'd thro' her firft eflay : 
But once matur'd to virtue, runs her race ; 
She feels new courage; and fhe aflcs new graces 
Heavn's altar kindles with her pious flames ; 
Warms all her hopes, and blefles all her aims« 
The fet, already link'd in wedlock's bands, 
.Devotion raife our fyinpathizing hands ; 



i. 
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With holy ardor both to God repair, 
Whofe ear's ftill open to the fervent pray'r; 
Strong in his might, and ftedfaft in our own. 
Let both with facial vows approach the throne ; 
'Till by his pow'r fuftain'd, his grace infpir'd, 
My aflion ftretches to the point defir'd : 
Your blamelefe virtues fliall more lovely fliine. 
Your blils be doubled by the gain of mine. 



SO^C ON KITTY* 

OEAUTY, alas! does cruel prove. 
Nor gives us equal meafure : 

To me, tho' 'tis a pain to love. 
To Kitty 'tis a pleafurc. 

What tho' my thoughts I can explain. 
Yet ftill I burn within ; 

My eyes and tongue both i[peak in vain. 
And love frdsa me is fin. 

She to new joys and conquefis flies. 

No hazard flife can nm ; 
She fmiles while Damon fhe denies. 

And laughs tho' he's undone. 

Let confiant love more favor find. 

Nor force him to defpair ; 
Oh, as you're faireft' of your kind, 

Be tender as .you're fair. 



TO 
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TO MRS. DAVENPORT. 



Wr 



ITH ev*ry outward charm rcfin'd. 
And bleft with cv'ry grace of mind. 
Fair Hil ! fo oft in goodncfs tried, 
So cafy, and fo void of pride ! 
Teach me fome fecret of your own 
How gratitude may beft be fhown ; 
Oh teach me like yourfelf to fay 
The kindeft things, the kindeft way- 
Fain would my pen go on to Wi'ite, 
And fain would gratitude, delight: 
But what avails the willing vein? . 
Or what, the wifh to entertain? 
When the beft things I meet with herc^ . 
Are far below Hilaria's ear ? 

Here ever fplenetick and dullj . 
With empty head, and heart too full 
Divided far from all I ioye^ 
And curs'd to fit at home; . . • ..or roye 
Thro' defert wilds, and watry jdsuaBi . :^ . 
And r<!)ads as dirty as oui' fwalos : 
What can I find my thoughts to raife ? 
Or how can friendfhip hope to pleaie^ , 
When each dull thing we fey <»• }iQ^ 
Is juft like fo much Gi'6ek to ycitt? 
Things, perfons, places, all uak»6wii. 
And ev'ry face, except my own.— 
/ 



Or 
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Or ftiou'd I, loft to better news, 
Myfelf, the worft of "^bjcas chufe> 
And copy out each lifelefs fceJie 
*Twixt Lara-bryan aiid Back-lane ; 
Of, how I entertain the night> 
Or what I read, or when I wiite, 
Or how I loiter out the day,^ 
Still bufy in an idle way; 
Ev'n of myfelf what can I tell. 
But what to you is known as well? 
Still the fame thoughts employ my miild,«— 
Your goodnefs, add that PeiS's uakind : 
Still to thefe thoughts my pen v^ould i&ot^> 
And talk of thankfulnefs oif late.- 

Oft as I prefe my morning bed. 
Her image comes into my head : 
Oft, ftruggling betwixt love and fliatme, 
Refolv'd to quench the fruitlefs flanitr, 
I rife — to read, 6r write, or ptote. 
Some new-found art to banifh l6vt ; ' 
Yet then too, ere I Wdl begin. 
The fame delightful form fteps in ; 
Oft, in the deep and dirty walk. 
To her my tongue dii-feSs its talk J 
And lonely-muiing as 1 ftray, 
I meet my Kitty ift fliy way. 

Oh ! in Back-lane Would fhe appear 

As kind as fancy forms h)er here! 

Still liftening while I count my cares. 

And touch'd to pity all fhe hears 1 

Kind to believe the faithful firain. 

And willing to reward my pain I 

ThcnJ 
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Then ! then I fliould indeed be bleft ; 
Of this world's happinefs poffcft: 
My grateful heart afreili would glow. 
And ev'ry day its tranfports grow ; . 
TTill happy Damon fhou'd be fecn : . 
The gayeft Shepherd on the green. 

And you, fair Hil ! will you excufe 
The boldnefs of my eager Mufe, 
That, fir"d by this delightful theme. 
Still labors to indulge my dream : 
And cohfcious of your ftrength to move 
Her heart (if any can) to love. 
Has laid before you all my grief. 
And flics to you for my relief. 

You that have powV. to recommend. 
Both as a fifter and a friend ; 
That know the happicft time to win. 
When all her fofteft thoughts flow in ; 
Still privileg*d without difguife 
To watch her wifiies as they rife ; 
Oh ! ufe a while your honeft art. 
And try to fteal away her heart ; . 
For him, whofc only hope of reft 
Lies ever fixt on Kitty's breaft i 

For him, who never yet cou'd,prov(e 

The ait of counterfeiting love ; 
Who burns with fuch a pure defire 
As angels had lit up the fire ; 
Who thinks that all his days are few 
For loving her, or thanking you., . . 



tttP 
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THE WLUTHOR TO HIS SISTER-IN-LAW. 

VV HAT Sylvia, child ! and are you mad ? 
What ! not one letter to be had ? 
Have you and Liddy join'd to fliew 
Where lazinels. and filence grow ? ' 

'Tis near a month fince we have heard 
How you or any of you far'd ; 
And, (tho' wiB twice each week enquire 
For what wou'd raife our fpirita higher,) 
You've fworn, it feems, that ev'ry poft 
Shall cry — ^their pens and ink are loft ? 

Why Darky ! prithee have a care ; 
Sure there's one hour a week to fparc; 
And tho' you're bufy all the day 
In faving fyllabubs or hay ; 
Yet can't you make a (hift at night 
To find juft ftrength enough to write ? 
If you think Kitty in the wrong. 
Who blam'd your letters as not long, 
Why, if you'll make that up, you fhaUg 
And rather than not hear at all^ 
We'll e'en confefs ourfelves your debtors^ 
Tho' favor'd but with demi-letters : 
But then remember, we expeft 
You'll make us ev'n, in that rcfpeft ; . 
And if th' Epiftles be fo (hort. 
E'en let them come the oft'ner for't, 

WcUl 
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Well ! now then all things arc agreed^ 
We give this as our aft and deed ; 
If twice a week youll let us know^ 
Firft where you are — and how you do. 
Why twice a x^reek well anfwer you : 
If more than this adorns your paper. 
Egad well cut a meny caper; 
Take pen and ink with great delight. 
And fet us down full glad to write ; 
What matters whether dull or patt — 
The Mufc muft anfwer you for that : 
We'll do our beft, as flie flows on us. 
To thank you fpr the kiiidnefe done iw. 



TO THE SAME. 



w. 



HY Silvia, faith 'tis very true. 
And as you fay, the Packet's due ; 
So long, that to my fhame be't faid. 
Some months ago it fhou'd be paid. 
I freely own myfelf in debt : 
But that's a name I wou'd forget- 
Not but I always wifli'd to pay,' 
If poflible, before the day ; 
(And if that will content you, ftill 
I carry the fame honeft will ;) 
But when? or how? for what avails 
The wifli, when all my credit fails ? 
When all my ftock is loft, and fcarce 
A mufe will truft me for a verfe ? 



! 




There 
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There was, indeed, there was a tinCic, 
When I was riCh euQugh ia rhyoie ; 
When ev'ry day, and ev'ry night, 
'Twas nothing but fit down and write ; 
And verfes crowded ij^ as thick. 
As cloaths to fomc young Lord on tick^ j 

Then ev'ry Mufe my call obey'd j 
Nay courted me to drive the trade; 
The goods came in — if I but bcckon'd, 
Clio was with me in a fecond. 
Bounce goes the rapper at my door, 
Who's there ?— the Mufes, to be furc ! 
Early or late, 'twas ftill the fame. 
Their aprons aowded as they came ; 
Choice of the neweft rhymes to buy,—* 
And who fliou'd Ijaye the firft but I ? 

Yet now, whei^ with a world of fpeechcs, 
And promifes of mighty riches ^ 
And twenty little fl^tt'ring arts. 
That cunning gives to felfilh beartsf. 
They've ferv'd at length their private ends, 
(As ufual among female friends ;) 
And hook'd me in, in nature's fpite. 
To fet up for a wit, and write ; 
Why now I find, and bought it dearly. 
That I am fitted very fairly ; 
And notwithftanding what they boaftedt 
Poor Sam's no longer to be trufted : 
Rhymes are fo dear, and times fo hard. 
Indeed they cannot tioift a Bard! 
Bankrupt I'm forc'dto quit my fhop; 
And almoft (hut my perfon up; 



And 



i^ 



19^ ORIGINAL POEMS. 

And after all my pains and labor, 
Expence of coach-hire, friends and time, 
I fcarce can get a iingle rhyme. 

To pay the duty of my papcf • 
So Sylvia, all that I can &y. 
Is, that I wou'd, but cannot pay : 
As for the interejl— *why truly, 
ril labor to djfcharge it duly : 
But 'till times ipend, and trade runs high, 
I fear— the principal muft lie. 

In fhoi't, like honeft Ferdinand©, 
I can do no more than I can do : 
If you'll be mad and call for more. 
And will opprefs me now I'm poor, 
I muft be plain and tell you true. 
That I {hall aft as others do ; 
Compound — as bankrupts all have leave, or 
Plead the newftatute in my favor. 



TOTHESAME. 

J3Y the bleft tie of kindred near. 
Too long opprefs'd with ev'ry care, 1 

Thou penfive folitary fair ! r 

A while with me fufpend thy grief, ) 

And try if verfe can bring relief. ' 

There was a time when I run mad. 
Purely to hinder your being fad \ • ' 
I laugh'd at nothing — ^why what then ? 
Why you laugh'd at nothing, and I laugh'd again : 

Speak 
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Speak what he wou'd, the worft or bcft. 

Still ev'ry trifle made a jeit. 

You were a little in the fpleen. 

So I was always on the grin. 

And three loud hems and two long capiei's^ 

Were affa foetida, for vapors. 

The mirth went round ; and it appeared, 

You were (becaufeyouwou'd be) chear'd* 

Th' event then anfwcr'd to my will ; 

And pray why mayn't it do fo ftill ? 

Why (liou'd that joaethod now difpleafe. 

Which once fo well cou'd give you eafe ? 

The matter's this— *for out it muft. 
Your forrow's now both great and juft ; 
Complaints, which then you might defpife, 
Becaufe but fmall, now fw^U their fi^e : 
And what more preys upon your peace. 
Their numbers with their £20— enci-eafe > 
So faft, that your beft-meaning fi-iend. 
Can hardly point, where they Ihouy end* 

Why, very true ; and I confefe, 
I feel and pity your diftrefs; 
And, cou'd it Icffen half your fmart, 
Wou d take my Ihare, with all my heart. 
Thus far agreed :-^— and if you want 
More to be granted, more I'll grant. 
Yet after all that has been faid. 
Or fung fo largely on this iiead. 
As matters at the prefent are, 
I'm for the fong of— hang up care. 

For lookee ! liet the cafe be try'd ; 
Grant, you have reafgn on your fide; 

O Th^t 
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That the Icaft merit you can boaft> 
Outweighs the griefs you pine at moil; 
And let it double your diftrefs. 
That no one cou'd defcrve it lels ; 
Yet prithee, child ! in prudence ihink. 
If tears ben't moft infipid drink? 
AQc your own heart, to fit and brood 
O'er forrow — has it done you good ? 
When fighing you indulge your woe. 
Does that but give it ftrength to grow? 
Pray will your pain be fooner gone. 
By making your complexion — ^wan ? 
And might not you with equal grace 
Improve, as you deftroy your face ? 

What tho' you drag life*s wretched chain 
In ficknefs, folitude, and pain; 
Yet courage, girl ! a link may break. 
And who can tell what luck may make ? 
The Fates may yet have joys in ftore 
Great as the pangs youVe felt before ; 
Then prithee leave this idle crying. 
Do 't difappoint them all by dying ; 
Since 'tis a folly to contend. 
E'en bear with ^at you cannot mend; 
And learn, if you han*t learn 'd it yet. 
That ufeful virtue— to forget. 

In (hort, dear Sylvia, don't be nice. 
But take an honelt friend's advice;^ 
Life's med'cine is a bitter pill. 
And your's indeed is gilded ill: 
But then remember your condition; 
There's no rcfifting the phyfician. 



And 



k. 



ORIGINAL POEMS. 195 

And tho' you pufli it by and frown. 
And make wry faces — it muft down. 
So, fince the Dcftinies require. 
E'en take, and fwallow it entire ; 
And always think the more 'tis preft. 
The oftner you renew the tafte. 



TO THE SAME. 

SXFT.^t, 1735. 

/xH, Sylvia! 'tis indeed too true, 
I am not now the man you knew ; 
Not he who taught his merry quill. 
Frenchman like, never to fit ftill : 
But with mad flights, and folly's ftrains, 
Laugh'd till he almoft turn'd his brains ; ; 
Not he who had whene'er he beckon'd. 
All the nine mufes in a fecond : 
And while a man wou'd cut a caper 
Could write full half a Iheet of paper. 

Alas ! no more the gay conceit 
Has help'd my fancy out of late, 
Fatigu'd with difappointments, croffes^ 
Unreal hopes, and real loffes; 
My fpirits have forgot to flow. 
And Clio's wit runs mighty low : 
Poor Pegafus can move but lamely. 
And the whole fcene it chang'd extremely* 

O z ' Here 
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Here view me now the gay Hiilandcr, 
More ftupid than* hh brother gander ; 
Of'ev'iy chearful thought iforfdc^, 
A wretch of Dulnefe's own making. 
Whom no one focial charm can move-. 
Wit, friendlhip, intereft, nor love: 
In vain I try to eafe by art 
The load that preffes down my heart ; 
Still to the fame difeafe a prey, 
I feel my little life decay ; 
And fpleen, the canker-worm of mirth, 
JLiils rty young laughter in its birth. 

Such IS the ftatc of thofe who fhare. 
Too deep the weight of worlSly tare : 
And while my thou^ts in fudi bad^i^l ftfie. 
How can you bid toe tni^ii a writer ? 
How can you on my love r^eQ, 
Or think my fifettce a \nie^etfl ? " " 
Say rather *tis a kind defign 
Not to encreafe yotrr griicft— by mitic. 

'Tis faid, and if you '^estfe to mind it. 
In Proverbs you may chaise ^ 'find it ; 
That whofoever heaps up treafure, 
Muft heap up cares in -eqHarineafure.. 
Oh! Sylvia, were it half fo tr^ife 
That who heaps cares-4ieapB tr^a&re too. 
Then to my wifh I now nwMild finfl 
Myfelf grown rich — my fi*iends growoukkldv 
Then (for I've laid in ftich a ftere 
As well may ferve one life, or moi^ ;) 
I'd lavifh oilfwith equal pleafure 
My heap of torments and of trea&re ; 



And 
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And friflc, and laugh, ^nd be as airy. 
As e'er you faw me at Dunleary. 

Mean while, dear girl, 'till we can leain 
Better to ftate the grand concern ; 
'Till wealth comes in or cares go out. 
Or fomethihg turns the world about ; • 
If dulnefs reigns — I can't prevent it, ^ 

And tho' I ne'er fo much repent it, > 

I muft be filent — ^you contented. 3^ 



ANSWER TO THE FORECOINCt 

A HE wifh your tender lines convey'd, 
Sylvia was highly pleas'd to read ; 
And with a zeal fincerely true, . 
Sends equal friendfliip back to you. 
Friendfliip and truth are her delight^ 
But for the pretty things you write. 
Oh, Clarifmond ! oh, have 21 care ! 
Haft thou too learn'd the fex's {hare ; 
To lie, to flatter, to deceive. 
And lure fond maidens to believe : 
Why all this ftudied care to gra^ic 
An artlefs undcfigning face ? 
To paint with luftre more refin'd 
The innocence of Sylvia's mind ? 
When ten to one whate'er ypa writ. 
Was only meant to fhcw your wit ; 
While you fit laughing in your fleevc. 
And wonder how I cgu'd bdieve. 



Or 
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Or put it now the other way ; 
Suppofe me all that you can fay ; 
Yet why this complimental ftrain ? 
Why will you ftrive to jdnake me vain ? 
Oh leave the falfe deluding crew. 
For once be to the fex untrue ; 
Try ev'ry honeft art to pleafe^ 
But never condefcend to pi-aife : 
Still let your modeft pen forbear 
To write what I muft blulh to hear j 
If decency forbids to fay 
What of myfelf with truth I may ; 
How to his face can I commend 
My other felf — and that's my friend. 



TO A YOUNG LADY WHO DESIRED TO SEE SOME d 
THE author's verses. 

X Muft fubmit — ^your charms with eafe 

f. Call forth th' obfequious bafhful lay ; 
And tho' I dare not hope to pleafe, 
I dare much lefs to difobey. 

My fieble ftrains, my want offire, 

Ift vain I labour to excufei 
Your charms what they command infpire. 

And while I gaze— I feel the mufe. 

Sojir'd by Iphigcnia's face> 

As Dryden'^ heav'nly lines indite> 
Cymon improved in ev'ry grace. 

And the man-brute t^ecame polite* 
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'he fool of nature foon begun 

To (hine id each genteeler art, 
cauty refin'd •him, and he won 

The mufes as he loft hi* heart. 

rO then, approach the Jhining fair. 

Thou offring of a duteous mind ; 
That tho' to me her beauties wear 

A frown — to thee fhe may be kind. 

erbaps the condefcending maid. 

May read thee with a fav'ring finile ; 
erhaps uppn her toilet laid. 

Thou m|iy'ft her morning hoar J^eguil^?. 

"hen flialt thou view her rifing charms. 

Scarce hid beneath her flowing veft, 
'he loves that in a thoufand forms 

Play on her neck and fan her breaft. 

hou fhalt her artlefs pantings fpy. 

The foftend Icok, the melting grace, 
he dawning day-break of her eye, . 

And native fweetnefs of her ftce. 

^hen then her fnowy hand contains^ 

Between her whiter fingers Weft i 
upid name one of all thy fwains 

That would not die to be fo preft. 

''hen to repeat the artlefs fong 

She deigns — for Til indulge my pride : 

lien flowing from her honey'd tongue^ 
The rough rude lines melodious glide r 

When 
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When to her lips with eager hafie, 
Rufhing the rival accents crowd ; 

That dew thofe balmy fweets to tafte. 

Ah, me ! what worlds had I beftow'd ! 



TO MISS 



W HAT thanks, ye Mufes, fliall we pay ? 

What words fo ftrong can Damon find. 
As may to Hil. and Peft difplay 

The fulnefs of a grateful mind ? 

Their prefence here we always thought 

A favour of a price fo great. 
No heart among us cou*d be taught 

The much-lov'd blelfing to forget. 

But when fo exquifitely kind. 

So many ills they choofe to be^r. 

The watry damp, the chilling wind^ 
Cold dirty rooms, and evil fare ; 

With fuch kind hafte, fucli fweet furprize. 
To come fo foon, fo late to ftay. 

And bid new mirth each moment rife. 
And look fo plc^s'4 apd be fo gay ; 
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'Tis this that makes defcription faint. 

When goodnefs fwells to fuch a fize ; 
The looks alone have ftrength to paint 

Thofe transports which the heart fuppHes, 

Then thus the Mufe .... that lovely pair 
So well have learn'd the art to pleafe ; 

With gaiety and wit to hear, ' 

And do good U^ing;? with fo much eafe ; 

That tho' to ev'ry aid you fly. 

Your debt of gratitude to pay. 
Still after all the pains you try. 

Your debt encreafes ev'17 day. 

Count ev'ry fweetnefs you have feen. 

Look all their eafy humours o'er ; 
Then twenty thoufand thanks throw in. 

And then add twenty thoufand more. 

Yet own whei> you have done your beft. 
You cannot thank them as you wou'd ; 

Your thanks no more can be expreft, 
Than th^y be tir'd of dobg good. 



To 
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FROM DUNLEARY AUGUST 15th, tJSjt TO 

MR S. S— P — D. 



XN this dear place, parent of all my joys, 
Can'ft thou not guefs what moft my heart employs ? 
Or, in Danleary, need the mufe be taugjlt. 
To tell my Kitty what her Damon thought ? 

Bleft be that found! for kindling at the name. 
Ten thoufand Cupids wake the well known flame ; 
My bofom opens to the welcome gueft ; 
And all love's fofthefe deals into my breaft. 
And bleft for ever be this fweet retreat ; 
Where the young paffion taught my pulfe to beat ; 
Where ev'ry objeil through th' unbounded plain. 
Calls forth fome dear remembrance of my pain. 
As when fome* youth, the glory or the fpoil. 
Has well rewarded for his martial toil ; 
If chance when many years have rolUd between. 
Conducts his footfteps to the well fought fcene ; 
Each glorious fpot he traces with delight. 
And roafes ev'ry image of the fight : 
Here flood his foe — there was he compafs'd round- 
There forc'd a paffage — and there gain'd the ground- 
Quick at the view he kindles into joy; 
And feems again in a61ion to deftroy ; 
High up in air his hand fufpends the blow, 
Enrag'd, infpir'd, he fprings upon the foe: 

Frefli 
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Frefh in his mind the warm ideas rife. 
And all his ardour flames into his eyes. 

So I through cv'ry vary'd fcene purfue. 
My happier prize, my fofter conqueft, you. 

Oft as the wave-worn beach I tread with care, 
'Twas here that firil I languifli'd for the fair; 
Oft when the hillock waves with golden grain, 
'Twas here I ventured firft to breathe my pain. 
Oft, where the fteep fi owns dreadful o'er the flood, 
Twas here the whirlwind's fury fl)c withftood. 
And often when the fa v' rite rock I pafs. 
The faithful witnefs of my foft diftrefe ; 
I think aloud : and leaning o'er its brow, 
' Repeat, with fighs, my half unutter'd vow. 
For hours the fweet foliloquy improve^ 
And bleed afrcfh thrpugh all my tale of love* 

Oft have I dr^wn thy image in my heart. 
Sincere to paint thee as indeed thou art ; 
Blelt with each charm, with ev'ry grace rcfin'd. 
That decks the body, or adorns the mind; / 
Such as at firft ihy perfe6t b^autv fir'd ; 
Beheld, belov'd, applauded and admir'd : 
Such as you ftill, your tender care extend. 
My guide, my hope, my partner, and my friend : 
Born for my bleffing — through thy vary'd life 
Still dear, ftill kind, the miftrefs and the wife. 
Oh Kitty, can it be that thus poffeft ! 
Of ev'ry worth, thy life fhou'd be diftrcft? 
That rich in ev'ry virtue heav'n can grant, 
I ftill muft fee thee, ftruggling with my want ? 

Muft 
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Muft all that merit whence my tranfport flows. 
My pride, my joy be added to my woes ? 
Still muft I fee the grief I can't remove ; 
And almoft curfe my too fuccelsful love ? 
All giacious heav'n — and muft I never find. 
The blefled rapture of a grateful mind,. 
To give back joy ?— or lince I can't beftow. 
At Uajl to pay the mighty debt I owe. 



TO THE SAME. 



LIMERICK, JULY 24th, 1735. 



-Tor ever prefcnt tq my mind ! 
Tliou bcft and faireft of thy kind ? 
Thou to whom all my wifhes tend ! 
Wife ! miftreis ! counfellor ! and friend ! 
Ill-fated tho' thy lovely youth. 
Be doom'd to idulnefs and Manooth, 
Yet truce a little with thy pain ; 
A while forget the joylefs fcene : 
Let abfence teach thy pen to move, 
And folitude give way to love ; 
Relieve my fond expelling heart 
And tell me where and how thou art ? 

How does my love fpend the long day. 
Without either Shepherd or iheep? 

With Polly how long does flie play ? 
Or how foon does fhe lie down and flecp ? 



At 
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At midnight, with twenty fond fchemes. 

When her ftincy is willing to play, 
Oh tell me if fome of her dreams 

Don't teach it to wander this way ? 

'Tis thus I utter to the plains 
My ballad — imitating ftrains ; 
While negligent of wit I rove. 
And only careful for my love — » 
The lonely walk as I purfue. 
Fancy ft ill brings thee to my view ; 
And forming fond imagin'd careb, 
DiftracSls me with a thoufand fears. 

(Sometimes my heart begins to feat 
For the dear burthen that you bear ; 
And I already learn to know. 
The tender pang, the parent's woe* 
But vain be ev'ry ill I bode ! 
Ye angels, guard the precious load : 
Oh gently ufl-ier it to light; 
Let all its days be mark'd with white I 
Still let your watchful care increafe ! 
Give every beauty, ev'iy grace; 
That Kitty may be well beguil'd. 
By her own likenefs in the child ! 

Oft top my frighted fleep retires 
Alarm'd by vifiohaiy fires : 
Trembling I ftart with wild furprize. 
And feize my Kitty as I rife : 
The friendly ftart puts out. the flame. 
And fhews your danger was a dream. 



Oh 
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Oh Kitty ! (he that counts the pains 
Which one week's abfent lovefuftains; 
Will quickly think that I am true 
In all the vo\i's I write to you ; 
That my own eafc will force my hafie. 
And make me fly to be released. 
From iighsy and dreams, and doubtSj and fears. 
And a long namelefs train of cares, ' 
To feize that deareft blifs in life, 
A tender, lovely, loving wife. 



^ 



TO THE SAME. 



J. N vain I look for every art. 
To bring back quiet to my heart : 
In vain, the plealing hope of reft. 
Is ftill a llranger to my breaft- 

Wearied with folitude, I run 
To town, in hopes myfelf to Ihun : 
Wine and the pleafures of a friend 
Might bring ray torments to an end. 
In vain : my heart, whaie'er I ftrove. 
Was dead to every thing but love: 
Nor wine, nor friends cou'd make me gay. 
When chai-ming Kitty was away. 

To charming Kitty then I flew : 

Sure this, if any thing, will do : " 

Her company muft always pleafe ; 

Near her I cannot fail of eafe. 

'Twas 
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'Twas true tnough : While I couki flay 
Near Kitty, I was always gay : 
JLrOve 6n my Hj)s for ever hung, 
And ftole a paffage from my tongue ; 
Talking a while bcguil'd the linart ; 
But Time foon told me Lmuft pan. 
Vain fool f to look for quiet there 
Where firft I facrific*d to care ! 
Whene'er I left her, ftill I found. 
The cure had but enlarg'd the wound- , 

How fliall I now my peace regain ? 
When ev'n my joys augment my pain. 
Again I try'd the lonely wood. 

And fearch'd for reft, in folitude : ,: 

I^added books to footh my grief: — 
In vain — ^they bring me.no relief: 
Whatever I read ; where'er I rove ; 
I think of nothing clfe but love : 
And abfence does but make me mocin 
The pangs of being ftill alone. 

The love, that for itfclf intends. 
That's built.on mercenary ends. 
May at the touch of abfence fly ; 
But love like mine can never die. , 
A puflf of wind may kill the blaze, 
That feebly o'er a candle plays : 
But when fome flame intenfely glows, 
And fcatters ruin where it gOes, 
When its high tops to heav'n afpirc ; 
In vain wc try to quench the fire ; 
And winds, which little flames aftuage, 

But give the great ones ftrength to rage. 

To 
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TO A CERTAIN -VERSIFIER* 



jT O N D youth, who with thy eafy ftyle 

Think'ft harmlefs maidens to beguile ; 

And fancieft the poor things muil fwallow> 

All that you write from Dau Apollo j 

Forbear ; I pray, forbear to fing 

Nor longer make the vallies ring. 

What tho' the mufes fhou'd difpenfe. 

To make a bard in fpight of fenfe, 

Tho' the fly archer fhou'd contrive. 

At your requeft, his darts to give : 

Yet why will you m lucha flrain 

Sing of love's fchodl and beaux in pain ? 

O'er hills and dales why make us pafs. 

Perhaps to lay us on the grafs ? 

Why fhou'd you glory in undoing ? 

Or what's to you a virgin's ruin ? 

What need you call down all the Gods, 

And empty the Divine abodes. 

Bring fprings and echoes to your aid. 

Only to tempt a (ingle maid ? - • - 

When that dear head peifom'd and barber'd. 

That decks the fhoiilderi nf . Fitzharbart j 

And that dear magick of thy tongue 

By which foft things ar^ faid and fung. 

And that well cut goofe-qwir*youufc 

That's fent of errand^ by your n^fc. 

Might be enough without being wonder'd 

At by the world, to win an hundred. 



But 
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But why, alas ! O why for fliamc. 
Should maidens think of fuch a flame ? 
"Who knows but as you hanre profels'd 
"Tfourfelf a Bard— 0|ie hour at leaft : 
So whe^i that hour of wit is o'er 
^our love too may be found no more. 

Oh I theii confider, how fevcre 
The torments are of deep defpair; 
Bow fad to think a pretty maid, 
(Pretty fhe is, yourfelf have faid) 
On whom your paffion boiling o'er. 
Has wiit two lines among two fcore, 
Muft curfe her fate, when to her coft. 
She finds that fuch a lover's loft* 

Then blame not, if thofe. fyrcns three, 
Your fliape, your fenfe, yoyr poetry. 
Are warnings to my heart to fly 
The dangers I from far defcry. ' 



ON 
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ON AN OFFICERS DEPARTURE TO H|S iR^C^M^N' 



Yi 



E Gods, fioee y^ foftcii 
The heart of ({^^r.Grofton, 
And teach him in yerfe. 
All his woes to rebe^ivfc i 
(For which to atqne 
I wou'd DGiake them my own) 
O grant me one favour. 
The youth that's fo clever. 
At leaft let him ftay 
For one other day. 

Oh ! how xrou'd I hang 
This Colonel De Granquc ! 
What bus'nefs has he. 
To be forcing from me. 
For his own little ends 
The fweetell of friends ! 

Sure his Majefty's forces 
May mount on their horfes. 
And fafely arrive 
Wherever he'd drive. 
At Kilcock or Manpoth, 
Without hurting our truth* 



6< 
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But fincc thefe Copin^andcrs, . 
Who never faw Flanders, 
Will never forgive — 
If he ftays M^ithout leave : 
Dear Cornet, proceed ! 
You can write — I can read ; 
Say all your foft pray'rs. 
You fhall meet with fond iears : 
But, after to-morrow— 
Pire6l pray to Durrow. 



UPON lyiXSS K. A—! — ^JN"* 

COOLCORN, APRIL 3, I73S? 






i^AY, Kitty, blefl with ey'ry grace 
That paints the mind, or decks the face : 
Pride of my life ! joy of my heart ! 
Thou ev'ry way my better part ; . 
Say how the tedious moments wear, 
- And do they make this week a year ; . * 

Thus parted do our bofoms burn. 
With the fame ardour to return. 
And is, oh ! tell me, is to thee 
This abfence what it is to me ? 

Say, Kitty, have you curs'd the w:ay 

That keeps us thus divided. 
And ev'ry night ^nd ev'i-y day . . 

Still long'd to- meet — as I did ? 

V z Has 
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Has one dear objcft ftHl in view 
Made Fancy's work more pleafant ? 

Aileep, awake, in all you do. 
Has Sammy ftill been prefent ! 



A FAMILIAR ZPISTLE TO THE REV. MR. £]>KINS« 

i5AYS my dear, prithee fit down a minute^ and take 
Your pen up, and write us an anfwer to Crape. 
Lord blefs me ! I thought you had finifh'd your fong; 
I remember the time when you'd not be fo long. 
About ten days ago the leaft word I cou'd fay, 
Wou'd fet you a writing and rhyming all day. 
But now to be fure — why but prithee, my dear. 
You know that Td write — but their letter's fo queer. 
So double entendred — fo fruitful of ^ame. 
So richly embroidered with every foft name. 
That a poor country Parfon may ftudy all day. 
And not ki^ow at the end what it is he fliould fay. 

Why then, really, dear life, if that be the cafe, . 
For want of a better to fend in its place, 
E'en fend tjiem what fluff you already have writ. 
And your love will atone for your abfence of wit : 
Or may be, my dear, you're prefent in need 
Of a jpur|iey, to make you write verfes with fpeed ; 
And fo by the time you've rid ten or twelve mile. 
And ftaid with your uncle a pretty good while. 
You may chance to come back in a great deal of glee, 
With more verfes for tl.em — and more courage for me. 



I 



Deaf 
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Dear Count, you may fancy perhaps I am dead, 
Becaufe that fo long from the mills I have fled : 
But whatever by you or by Crape may be faid, 
I wou'd have no fuch whims find a place in your head. 
Hafte hither in pumps' and filk ftockings to tread. 
And ril tell you the reafon why here I have ftaid : 
Laft night o'er my perfon a faintnefs was fpread,. 
My cheeks of a fudden were robb'd of their red ; 
So Kate took compaffion upon me, and faid. 
That ftie'd fpare me fpr that night one half of her bed; 
So you know if I had been as heavy as lead. 
That word would revive me. and make me look glad 2 
You may guefs by her fide on what raptures I fed. 
When the nymph whom I ever am wifliing to wed. 
Gave me leave to folace myfelf at her bedftead, 
In her fheets very white and her curtains as red. 

POSTSCRIPT* 

One circumftance, faith, from my memory fled. 
And you'll think it important enough to be faid : 
That is — ^that fair Kate, tho' fhe gave me her bed. 
Took a curfed iqueer thought all at once in her head ; 
She wou'd lie with her fitter — and left in her ftead 
To delight mie — ^thc weight of all Davenport's lead. 



90 
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to THE author's SliTER-IN-LAW, tJPON HBR 
APPOINTING HIM HER ^flYSlClAN* 

JftLNOW all men ty thefe preftnts, for fame reafohs 

Which proper folks ffiall hear at proper feafonsj 

I, the great light of pharmacy, Sangrado; 

The Icoiirge of Spleen, the VapoUr's baftinado ; 

Chief terror of Hyftericks, Health's elixir; 

The Blood's quick mover, and the joke's free fixer ; 

Teiz'd. with petitions, with complaints ericumber'dj 

My cdres'in Pue's, Couraht's, and Faulkner's numbcr'd; 

Patients at Celbridge ev'ry day arriving ; 

Whites, Gialcocks, Verekefs, all frefh and ihrrving : 

Have, to diftribute in a. proper meafure, 

Eafe to myfejf ; to patients health and pleafure ; 

Here at my h'oufe, froih'Vfafelice tfe flatfefcaVe 

Puird ,dbwn\my wihdb\fc', ' ailB piit up my ftandiard,. 

And froiri fJiis fiidifient take 1h charge the careafs. 

Of •g'eritTe^ iielitat^, dkaying B'drtaS. ' 

Th'ife hbafe-(anTiiiHcift*qipyfcfaT ciwn cotwfitioti) 
Not defp'rate quite— yet calls for a phyfician : 
Within all pleafant, tho' without all drooping ; 
Joy fills the parlour, while the roof is ftooping. 
So when thy brain is moft immcrs'd in vapours. 
Give fancy but a fpring — you're cutting capers. 

'Here ev'ry Wednefday, every Sunday morn. 
Till the dull poftboy winds his tunelefe horn, 
J fit expcfling what detail of woes 
Your next half wiftding fheet of paper fhows: 
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While the poor bafhful ink looks pale to tell. 
The dreadful fymptoms which k cannot fpell. 

And y^tf dear Dorcas, uftder my proteftioBi: : 
AVhit ifeed your fpirits feel that vaft dejedioh ? 
Have I not (Jur'd thee ? have iiot^my loofe paipers. 
Difpeird at once your hypochondriack vapours ? - 
Have they not had the pow'r of jnoying laughter ? 
And, what they once had, mayn't they have hereafter ^ 
What tho' your ftyle's fo gentle and complaining. 
You are not Ruth ! you've other fields to gle^fi in. 
Then'fwell not thofe two pretty lips wuth pouting. 
Let not that bofom heave witn too much doubtihg ; 
Spoil not thofe charming eyes of your*s with cr^ihgj 
And but in one way, fejdom think of dying. ' y 
Talk rlQt pf f^intijUgs — let your ftrerigth be doubled^ 

And tell your heart 'tis finful to be troubled : 

Here ftisw this paper to the frjeiid of Folly, 
And fliake my pen and ink at toelahcholy/ 
Tell Dulnefs that you'll ftab him to the hearty 
This horn your quiver, and fhis quill your dart* 
Cardenio's falfe ! why let the child of ruin 
Know that his falfhood is his owii undoings 

The Cameronians gone ! Why a'n't there coming 
Three regiments befides \vith beat of drum in ? 
If there no hero that wou'd catch a Tartar ? 
No Captain that wou'd make a town cry quarter ? 

Is there ^but hang thefe interfering queftions ; 

Your illneffes proce^ from indigcftions— ^ 
Trutt to my conduft till youf fpirits fail you. 
Keep them — ^whene'er they do, San^jrado'il heti jot* 
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k 



THE SOLILOQXJY UTTER*© feY MAJOR tIANE's KITCHEN 
ON THE MORNING AFTER HIS BALL, Wa£N IT 
WAS REDUCED TO ITS FORMER CONDITION* 



H< 



Low fleeting are the joys this world fupplies, 
The pleafure which we tafte — in tallihg dies : 
I that was late with cv'ry verdure crown'd ! 
My brows with jeflamine and rofes bound ! 
A hundred tapers glitt'ring in the room ! 
A hundred odours fliedding their perfume ! 
The voice of IVf ufic waiting at the door ! 
A lordly banquet fpreading o^er the floor ! 
Wit, Mirth and Hu6iour gladdening all the feaft t 
The charms of Beauty, and the eafe of Tafte ! 
How am I now reduc'd — Oh piteous taking ! 
To hear the fcuUion fcold — and fmell old bacoA* 



TO Miss KITTY ANYON, 

VXODDESS Minerva! Gtueen of Arts, 
To Kitty Anyon, Queen of Hearts I 
Right, trufty and belov'd, right well 
We greet you, with a frienUly zeal : 
Whereas by reafons juft inclin'd 
The bounty of our princely mind, 
Chofen from the inftant of your birth. 
You our chief favourite on earth ; 



An.^ 
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And has by grants from day to day* 
(As all our regiftrics difplay) 
Sti!l lavilh'd on that lovely face 
Wit, modefty and ev'ry grace : 
Conftrring all our prudent care 
To make you wife as you are fair ; 
Whereas your condu6t too has fhow'd 
How well thefe blefTings are beftow'd. 
And thro' o'er half our empire, fame 
Dwells longeft upon Kitty's name. 



CHARACTER OF A« YOUNG LADY, . 

JtTER early youth, in every virtue try'd. 
Which tells fair Beauty, beft her fleps to guide : 
Faultlcfe flie trod the flippery path of life. 
Nor than the maid, lefs perfeft fhorie the wife. 
No fordid views her generous foul cou'd move. 
Far above pomp fhe chofe the man flie'd love ; 
To the kind choice fhe proved for ever true, 
Her heart unvaried, and her love ft ill new. 
Few were her words, but juft : her fcnfe refin'd. 
No tint of fcandal ftain'd her honeit mind. 
From her pure heart's unfuUied fnow, the light 
Spread clear, and painted every objeft white ; 
Such was Louifa, fuch her bloom of time. 
Such, ere the mother's cares had reach'd their pVimc, 
When Heaven that lent, her, for too fhort a fpace, . 
Sent a quick fummons to eternal peace : 
No pangs fhe felt, no groans reluclant fpread, 
A lifter angel call'd— and (he obey'd. 

ON 
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MISS A n's lap. 



1 N vain wc try the ever greedy gfatfc 
By force to conquer or by art deceive; 
The nervous arm, the lovely polifli'd fraffic, 
"Wealth's blazing luftre and the pomp of Fame ; 
Wildom and Wit in vain to thefe we truft, 
Ev'n Virtue fhall defcend like common duft. 

Death tore her fav'rite fparrow frdm the maid, 
Tho' Lelbia mourn'd— and tho' C^tpllus prayVI^ • 
To bend his heart not^beauty can prevaFl, 
And veifc that foftens M things elfc — muft fail; 
From beauty — tears are all th^t \ife can cj^aim. 
And all the poet can bellow — a naipe** 

Thou too, lamented Philomel, jnuA beit 
The common lot, tho' guarded by thcr fair, . . 
Tho' early to the cage the. white am!d.maidj. - , ^'. 
(Bled change for liberty) thy food convey'd; 
Tho' the gay. pride of fcariet flufh'd thy breait. 
And life's new bloom had circled o'er thy creff ; - 
Yet thou muft die — tho' mufick tun'd thy. tongue^ 
Tho* Heaven infpir'd and fhe approv'd^thy fpng. 
Oh could I boaft the Roman's heavenly nre> 
And modulate like, him my artlefs lyre, , 
Not in low ft rains t would thy praiie reliearfe. 
But crown thee witK the deathlefs ftrength of v6rje. 



L 



With 
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With thy fad ftory chariii the melting Nine> 
And mourn in numbers fweet and foft ^s thine > 
His bird fliou'd ftoop to thy fupeiibr iiame^ 
~ And as in beauty be furpaffed in fame, 
Ev'n Cuddy's nightingale fhould yield to thee. 
Nor Phillips blufh to ht outdone by me. 

Yet tho' no lyre was fbt thy parting fining, 
Tho' mute each voice, and dumb each tuneful tongue. 
Yet not inglorious did thy life decay. 
Nor unlamented fell thyform away. 

For thed the beauteous nymph forgets her charjns, . 
And folds thee in the whitenefs of her arms, 
' Anxiotis file fits and big with throbbing grief. 
Solicits Heaven with vows for thy relief; 
On her foft lap. thy aching bofom preft, . 

Sootlis thy weak nerves, and melts upon thy breaft. 
And thy lov'd life unwilling to refign. 
Counts every pang and mingles fighs with thine. 
While from her lip^ the ambrofial rofes fhed. 
And kiiTes — fuch as might awake the dead; 
But when at length the ftruggling foul expir'd. 
Then from her cheeks the trembling blood retired ; 
Thofe lovely bveaiis M'hieh kings might wifli to fee, 
Heav'd up and-down and fwell'd with woes for thee, 
Thofe fprightly eyes where beauty fparkling reign'd 
Grief fix'd their orbs and tears their luftre ftain'd- 

Bleft envied bird! 'tis thine to pleafe the fair. 
In life her comfort, and in death her care ; 
'Tis thine her hours of foftnefs to beguile. 
To cafe her forrow^, and enjoy her fmile; 

Man 



azo ORIGINAL POEMS. 

Man vainiy tries the mighty blifs to gain. 

And fighs and kneels and vows and prays in vain. 

How many youths now languifti v/ilh defire. 

Sigh out their fouls and at her feet expire ; 

How with fuccefeful ardor do they fue 

For favours which fhe lavifh'd forth on you ! 

Oh in that lap, touched by that hand to lie. 

How would I wifii ten thoufand times to die. 

How gladly my fuperior ftate refign 

And triumph to exchange my form for thine ! 

Like thee with melody to footh her breaft. 

Lull ev-'ry care and melt her into reft. 

Like thee watch o'er her flumbers and prolong. 

Soft and more foft my love lamenting fong- 

Then when her dawning eyes fhou'd wake the day. 

Gaze on her charms and look my life away. 

Yet when the hour fliou*d come whidi Fates decree. 
And Death extends his icy arms for me, 
Tho' but one moment in her thoughts to live 
Were rapture more than a whole age could give ; 
Tho' torn from ev'ry blifs I hop*d to try. 
Yet then unpiticd wou'd I wnfti to lie. 
Yet then not aflc the tribute of a tear. 
Nor ev'n to be remembered by the fair,. 
Left my hard fate fome fad reflefiion raifc. 
And pain one moment whom I liv'd to pleafc. 



V PON 



^ 
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uroN MISS A N- IkOqkinq in ^eh 

C L A S Sf 



w. 



HEN charming Kitty at her glafs, 
Beholds that fweet angelick face. 
That lovely forii^, that fprightly eye, 
By which a thoufand lovers die ; 
\yTiat magick is't fecures her fo 
That (he herfelf no warmth docs know ? 
So when in Libra mounted high 
The radiant fun inflaipes J:he fty, 
Thofe rays that fcorch the torrid zone^ 
Are cold unto itfdf alone^. 
So burning Etna ruins wide 
With fnovv'S unipelted on its fideif 



COMING FROM A CONCERT. 
TO THE SAME. 

X N vain the fprightly airs you raifc, 
In vain the warbling voice apply. 

And call forth with melodious eafe 
The melting charms of harmo^iy. 

Ah ! what to me are all your drains ? 

Mufick may footh the favage breaft. 
But can it eafe a lover's pains ? 

Or lull foft anguifli into reft ? 



Oh 
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Oh no ! I ftand with heedlefs ear, 

Fix*d as the trees when Orpheus fung. 

Deaf to the ftrains which others hear. 
No mufick charms — biit Kitty's tongue. 



\ 



ON A LADY SINGING, 



± N Vain the wiles of art we try. 
In vain with reafon arm our mind. 

The magick of her charms to fly, 
Lpve muft be deaf as well as blind. 



1774. THE 
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J774. THE author's J-AST fTT£Mn\ 



PSAl-M I, 



H/ 



LAPPY is he, whp never treads 
Where Vice her poifon'd qpunfels fprcads j 
Who never ftands where finneis wait. 
Nor ever fills the fcorner's feat* 
God's facred law, the page diyine 
He reads, and ponders ev'ry line : 
In that he centres his delight. 
His work by day, his thought by night. 
Like fome fair tree, whofe goodly pride 
Is cherifh'd by the neighboring tide ; 
The moifture which refrefti'd his root. 
He pays in 'beauty and in fruit ; 
Cloath'd in eternal robes of green 
His undecaying leaf b feen : 
O'er his tall ftem the brandies fpreadj^ 
And ev'ry bleffing crowns hb bead. 

How diffrent are the ungodly fonnd! 
Reftlefe they're tofs'd and wLeel'd around : 
Like chaff, the fport of ev'ry blafl, 

Scatter'd from earth, they rot at laft* * 

When, therefore, call'd by God's oxsmzoi ^ 

To jodgnaeDt, where fliall fimters f^aikl I s 

Or, when his faofo of SainU zfft^tzr. 
How fhall the toos of Giult draw near ! 



r^f 
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For God, their guardian, %vill approve 
The paths, wherein the righteous move ; 
But finners and the courfe they bend 
Vengeance and ruin fliall attend* 



PSALM II,, 

W H y with wild fury do the Gentiles rage ? 
Why in vain projefts'Judah's fons engage ? 
Self-wiird and proud, the monarchs of the globe^ 
And Zeal's warm fons, that trail the lacred robe. 
Join impious leagues \ combining to dethrone^ 
By force or cunning, God's anointed Son- 
'* Come ! let us bravely for pur freedom try ! 
" Nor let the glorious prize unftruggled lie ! 
** Born to the common right of human kind, 
** What hand fhall chain us, pr what fetters bind T' 

Biit He, high Heaven's Supreme, tbp Lord of Hofts, 
Scorns their weak taunts, and mocks their empty boafls ; 
Soon fhall the terror of his wrath draw near. 
The thunder of his voice ftiall make thenj hear. 

*^ Yet, fpite of threats, my purpofe fhall remain ; 
" Yet, fix'd on Sion's hill, my King fliall reign ; 
'* He, my Ipv'd Son, ere Heav'n had yet a name, 
** My fole-begotten, fliall my law proclaim : 
*' Him, heir of all, the nations fliall obey, 
*^ And Earth's remoteft corners blefe his fway. 



But 
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'^ But haughty rebels, ftubborn to contend, 

^* His rod ftiall humble, g.nd his fceptre bend;. 

■* Grufti'd, like frail pitchers dafti'd againft the groimdf 

^ Whofe fragments fhiver, and no (herd is found.'* 

Learn wifdom, learn, ye mon^fchs of the globe; 
Learn meeknefs, ye that trail the facred robe. 
To my lov'd Son your chearful hearts engage, 
Revere his do6trine, and prevent hi^ rage. 
Shou'd but the glimm'ring. of his anger rife, 
k^engeance is kindled> and th' offender dies. 
rlis word alone your pardon can procure, 
Ind whofo trufts in him fliall find itfure. 



P S'A.^.'^: III. . ,. 

jL/ORD ! in what numbers ftill encreafe 
The enemies, that vex my peace ! 
How many open rebels rife ! 
How many wear a foft difguife ! 
All, under thy aflaiSihg rOd, 
Proclaiming, he hath loft his God ! 

But, Lord ! on thee^ however low 
I fink into the bed of woe, 
My health ! my refuge 1 a4id my friend I 
JMy heart is fix'd, my hopes depend. 

Oft hath the fcene of deep diftrefc 
To thee prefented my addrels : 
As often thy uididgent <^r 
Hath kindly liften'd to my prayV* 

^ Unmo/d 



% 
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. ^^ .erroi-s of the night, 
J. ji!> of the coming light, 
J nc down, I flept ; I rofe ; 
...^ .X)th From elements and foes: 
* -ly hand, my everlafting ftay, 
Guards me by night, and guides by day- 
Secure in thy Almighty care, 
I dread no fhape that dangers wear; 
Nor fhrink, tho* preffiiig either hand 
Their thoufands and ten thoufands ftand. 

Up, Lord ! and fave me fiom my foes ! 
F4!t>m thee alone falvation flows. 
When bare-fac'd Guilt for Vengeance calls. 
Full on the finner's head it falls ; . 
But Virtue, which makes God her friend, 
BleflSngs, a fure reward, attend- 



1» S A L M IV^ 



H. 



LEAR, righteous Lord ! whofe tender cares^ 
So often pitying my dWrefe^ 
Hath rais'd me from almoil defpair. 

Oh ! hear thy fervaiit. Lord, aiid blefs ! 

How long, ye fons of men ! bow long 
Shall Falfhood, fid hy Malice^ laft ? 

Shall Slander never ccafe to wrong ? 

Nor Envy's poifon'd breath to blaft ? 



Yet 
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Yet this to your confufion knowi 

Virtue will Heav'n's proteftion claim : 

Fain is the virulence you Jhew ; 

For God, who. hears, will clear my femcJ 

You, that in lying tales delight J 

Wou'd you, like me, his favour win< 
Keep God for ever in your fightj 

Aiid dread the leaft approach to (in; 

Go, reafoh coolly with ybui* heart ; 

Cohfult it, as your choiceft friend ; 
Silent, and ftill, all cares apart, ^ 

What Confcience fpeaks, to that attend; 

Let that each fober purpofe guides 

And what you purpofe well, fulfil ; 
On God your Confidence be ty'd. 

And let his word dir^ft ybur 'vtrill.* 

The lufty fteer what need y6u bind. 

Why ymir vaiii Hecatombs prepai'C ; 
His offering is a pious mind. 

And his beft facrifice is pray'i% 

Alas ! among the crowds that move 

In quell of bliis, what numbers ftray i , . 

But why ! ^ey feek not from above. 
The needful fuccour on their way. 

Warm'd by his grace my comforts rife, 

My raptures more exalted glow* 
Than all the crowding year Jiipplies, 

When the foil tides of barvcft flow^ 

9.% Ti$ 
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'Tis thus ainidft infulting foes 

I give to fleejvray peaceful brcaft : 

Thou, Lord ! my flumber* fli\ill compofe ; 
Thy Arm- Almighty guard my reft. 



PSALM V. 

X HE filent workings of my mind. 
The words I utter in my pray'r. 
Oh ! let them both acceptaaice £nd. 
Both off'rings of an heart Imcerel 
Thy gracious ear, niy King I my God ! incline I 
To thee I call : I aflc no aid but thine. 

Early, ere yet the dawn of day 

Begins thro' yonder fkies to peep. 
My foul prefents the dpeniiig ray. 

And brings the firft fruits of my flecp- 
Starting from eafe, I haftea t© arife, 
And lift to thee my fupplicating ey^s. 

Far from thy prefence lurk tbe traiii 

With glozing lies or ffandVous toiigue ! 
And thofe who wear the impious ftain. 
Of open force, or Tecjet" 'wrong ! 
Mercy, Guilt's lafi retreat, hatli flill witbftockl 
The man of treach'ry, ^nd the man of blood'. 

For me, whofe innocence fupports 

An heart, xh& htYift^, .ytt'^rncere. 
Boldly ril haft^ii toHhy coruils> 

And offer up mf r6v^i dTpray'r r 
There at thy facrcd rites "Vi^lth*' hdtege bend, • 
And blels that Pow'r on whpm my hopes depend. 



With 
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With' wily fnares encompat'd round 

Oh ! thou thy trembling fervant guide I 
Support mc in this llipp'ry ground ! 
Nor let jny erring fooifteps Hide 1 
Thou, that haft feen their plots, defeat .hem ^U^ 
Nor give my foes the triumph oi' my fall ! 

Rebels to Truth, thefe fons of Guile 

Still yarnifli o'er their fpeech with art ; 
Tho' their face wears an honeftiinilc. 
Deep mifchief rankles at their heart. 
So fhines the ftately tomb, with polifh'd ftones; 
Within lies carnage, rottennefe and bJones. 

Thy terrors, Lord ! around them fpre^d ! 

Nor longer fpare the guilty crew 1 
Let ruin haften on their head. 

Caught in the counfels they purfue ! 
Crufh'd by, their own devices kt them lie. 
And feel that vengeance which tliey durft defy ! 

But let the piety fincere. 

That fceks thy confidence rejoice J 
Who love thy name, who feel thy care. 
Let them indulge a chearful voice ! 
The bleiTings which thy bounteous hand conveys. 
Lift their glad hearts and wai*m them into praiie# 

For ever to thy promlfe juft. 

Virtue fhall find in thee a guaixi ; 
And thofe who fix on thee theh* truft, 
Shall never fail of a reward. 
In peace, or war, -at ^ome, or in the field. 
Thy words their fafety,,and thy arm their ihicld. 

VsALM 
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US T are thy judgments, mighty Lord! 
Too well I've earn'd to v.e abhorr'd ; 

Yet tho' thy judgment's juft. 
Oh chaften wiih a father's air ! 
And let thy kind compaffion fparc 

A wretched child of dull ! 

Thy arrows pierce my inmoft hcartj 
My nerves all tremble with the fmart; 

My bpnes with anguifh pine: 
Father of Mercies! but, how long; . 
Fpr ever fhall thy rage be ilrong! 

And pity ceafe to ihinej 

Wilt thou then fe^l my deadly doom ? 
Alas! fopn mould* ring in the tomb 

All memory decays : 
Eternal filence binds the tongue. 
And all liiofe blelfmgs lie unfung, 

"Which I would live to praife. 

Night hears my folitary groans; 
The morning but renews my moans ; 

My couch is bath'd in tears; 
My ftrength confumes ; my beauty flies ; 
And, while my foes in triumph rife, 

I fink beneath my fears. 

Hence, ye prophane ! far hence remove J 
My God his fcrvant will approve ; 

He hears my humble cry : 
For you, let blind confupon fprcad 
His guilty cover o'er your bead^ 

^d terrors x^ake you fly ! 
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vTOD of my ftrength! in whom my hopes confide, 

My fuccour in diftrels fo often tFy'd ; 

Oh ! fave me from my foes, whofe fuUen rage 

No love can foolh, ho innocence affixage : 

Left, as a lion from the covert way 

Springs all at once, and fattens on his prey. 

So ftiou'd their darts with fudden fuiy fly, 

Aud ruin feize me, while no helper's nigh.. 

Father Omnifcienti if my honeft heart 
Hath ever ftoop'd to act fo ^bafe a part; 
If carelefs, what my confcious bofom ow^d, 
I injur'd him, from whom my bleffings flow'd j 
If ever fordid malice brib'd Diay will, * 

Or tempted me for good to render ill i 
(Yea him, the man whom kindnefs leaft wpu'd know. 
My fettled, caufelefs, voluntaiy foe. 
Frankly ev'n him, the fair occafion gain'd. 
This arm protected, and thefe hands fuftaih'd:) 
Then let the enemy my foul purfue ! 
Then with fuccefs his furious hate renew ! 
Vanquifli'd, and fcorn'd, his vi6lim let me fall ! 
Health, pow'r and glory, let me lofe them all ! 
Tortur'd in death, and after death, revil'd! 
My fortunes blafted ! and my fame defird ! 

Rife then ! avenge me on my foes ! and fhed 
The terrors, thou haft threatened, on their head ! 



Thy 
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Thy voice confounded let the nations hear, 

•Tin they, whom mercy fhields from vengeance, fear. 

So flxall the finner melt with honeft fliame : 

So fhall the righteous more revere thy name. 

Judge of the world ! to thee there's no difguife; 
All Nature naked in thy presence lies : 
Thou feeft the inmofl heart, aiid nought avails 
What cunning diflate*, or what fhade conceals^ 
Silent and dark, tho' Belial's fans contrive. 
Thy eye beholds them and forbids to thrive ; 
Tears off the guilty cover of the night; 
And points thy thupder in ^he blaze of light. 

But while, unfeen, or in the publick view> 
One ftea^y path my upright fteps purfue ; 
To virtue's mark while all my joumies tend; 
He, vrhp pbferves my progrefs, will befriend : 
His gracious fentence fhall my conduft clear. 
And blels the ardour which he knows fincere. 

Think notjf ye wicked ! tho' his vengeance days ; 
Withheld by pity, tho' his wrath delays; 
Think not, fpr this your hopes of pardpn fure ! 
Nor, in the lap of patience, fleep fecure | 
In this ftill interval his bufy hand 
Whets the keen fword, or dips the future brand; 
New firings his bow, and fixes with his eye 
IfVhen, arid at. whom the fatal (hafts fhall fly : 
And big with miichief, while the pregna^it womb 
Swells with a monfter vice, J;e marks its doom. 



What ! tho' the jpit prefcrves its guilty fhape. 
Think not, the hands that dug it, fhall efcape ! 



Caught 
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Caught in the fn^^ves, which treach'rous cunning laic^ 
The wilcy arm fhsill find itfelf betray'd : 
And the proud tyrant, that wou'd ravage aH, 
On his own head fliall feel the ruin f^lU 

For mC;, fecure of an Almighty guards 
My innocence Igoks up to its reward : 
The hope, which comforts, fliall direfl my ways; 
And my tongue trium'ph in my Maker's praife. 



PSALM VIII, 

»■ 

i J O R D! through the whole created fraijae 
Spreads the full glory of thy name : 
Far above Heav'n's unmeafured height 
Thy prefence fhines in endlefs light; 
And in thy fplendour all the rays 
Pf all its funs forget to blaze* 

\ 
'Tis thine, to tune the infant tongue^ 
To brace the finews yet unftrung ; 
To baffle by their feeble aids. 
What pow'r commands, or wifdom pleads ; 
To ftill the tumults of the loud ; 
To tame the fury of the proud ; 
And with a fingle breath, defeat 
The tyrant's rage, the people's heat. 

Oft, when my eye attentive views 
The wonders, which thy hand renews ; 



Yon 
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Yon mighty vault, that girds on high 
The pillars which fupport the Iky; 
The filcnt moon, whofe filvcr light 
Guides the flow chariot of the night. 
And leads along th* ethereal plain. 
Her radiant files, the ftarry train ; 
Loft in furprize I leave to gaze. 
And admiration turns to praife. 

Lord ! wh^t is man ! thy fav'rite care I 
Or what his ofiFspring ! Nature's heir ! 
O'er him why all this bounty fhed ! 
Or why this wafte of beauty fpread ! 
Lefs pexfeft tho' his form appears. 
Than what the face angelick wears ; 
Lower, yet in the nearcft line 
Thy word appointed him to fliine ; 
His head with wreaths et^r^al bpund. 
With wifdom gr^c'd, with glory froyrp'di 
And bade the wide creation fail 
Proftrate to him the Lord of all. 

Low at his feet all Nature lies ; 
Trembling the haughty favage flies ; 
The pawing fteed his rider knows ; 
His fleece the panting fheep beftows ; 
The honeft ox his toil renews ; 
And the pail fwells with milky dews. 

The birds, that wing the airy way. 
To him their willing tribute pay: 
The ravenous hawk, at his command. 
Stoops to the lure or courts his hand. 
And the fweet nightingale prepares. 
To welcome him, her fofteft airs. 



I'or 
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For Jiim, the mighty depths below 
Affift th' enormous whale to glow. 
And all that ocean's ftore fupplies. 
Serves for his pleafure or his prize. 

Lord! thro* the whole created frame . 
{low fpreads the glory of thy name | , 



PSALM IX, 



X RUE to the dilates of my heart 

My honeft voice obeys ;* 
The wonders of Aln^ighty art 
Awake my tongue to praifc. 

Purfu'd by thy avenging hand 

My foes fhall all confume ; 
And unrelenting vj^hile they ftand, 

TTieir anguilh be their doom. 

Jut, witnels what my ftcps purfue. 
Thy voice my conduft clears ; 

And from the throne, thc^t judgetlj truc^ 
My innocence appears. 

Vainly the nations wou'd engage^ 

The fons of zeal combine : 
The pow*r, that difappoints their ragCj^ 

Their malice (hall confine. 



Yc 
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Ye fons of boafting ! look ai-otmdl 

The cities you have tam*d I. 
Their afhes, can they now be found! 

Or tell me how they're ngim'd! 

Like them, your projects all decay : 

The vain triumphal buft, . 
Proud as it fhines, fliall wear away; 

And crumble into dull. 

But feated high th' Almighty throne 

For ever ftands fccure. 
His mercy fliall the upright own ; 

His might prote6l the poor. 

Faithful to fuccour the oppreft 
His armifliall be their guard ; 

And thofe, who wear a heart difireft 
By virtue, he'll reward. 

Now let us ftrike the vocal lyre! 

Now praife th' Almighty King! 
And, Sion ! let thy tops confpire 

To echo what we fing ! 

Oft have thy fons been taught to dread 

Their perfecuting iires ; 
But now the blood their fury flifed 

He at their hand requires. 

Deep in the pit themfelves have made 

The guilty heathen lie ; 
The fnares their wiley cupning laid 

In them they're doom*d to die. 



For 
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For why ? Supreme, th* Almighty Lord 

Looks down and governs all ; 
And they, whofe crimes his foul abhorr'd. 

By their own mifchief falL 

Faft in the bars of endlefs night 

The hopelefs finner pines ; 
On him, who guides his Gondu6l right, 

The ray of mercy fhines. 

Rife, Lord ! and ere their infults grow. 

Thy powerful arm difplay ! 
And let the haughty nations know 

The God, they muft obey ! 



PSALM X. 



R 



A T H E R and' Judge of all below ! 
Where doft thou now thy prefence hide?' 
Or why this troubled fcene of woe 
Forgets thy guardfan care to giiide ? 

See'ft thou not, how th' ungodly wage 
The war with innocence, fecure ? 

Quick on their hea^s retort their rage!. 
But fave the virtuous and the poor f 

Each linner boafts his impious fchemes.; 

And proftitutes fair,fi:iend(hip;5 tie.; 
Leaguing with no^ici^ but tihofe, whofe.aims 

With kindi*ed guilt thy power defy. 



Vain 
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Vain of his mighty inflatn'd with pridc^ 
He fcorns before thy throne to bend 5 

He's his own God, and owns befidc. 
No pow'r, on whom he ihould depend- 

Thus arm*d, he fliakes opprcfl5on*s rod. 
Thy terrors far behind him throws ; 

And having boldly brav'd his God, 
Laughs at the weaknefs of his foes^ 

S alien he rolls his furious eyes, 

And, meafuring all his ilrength compleat^ 
Finds not, where cunning can furprize 

His caution, or where ftrength defeats 

Thus vain witii fadpe in either cafe. 
By arms, or art^ fecui-e to thrive 5 

No wonder, if his hafiy pace 

Hurries him juft as paffions drivd! 

Hence the foft phrafe of* artful frauds 
The lying tales, which traitors weave, 

His bufy lips difperfe abroad, 
And his tongue moves but to deceive. 

Where innocence, with mind fincere 
And open front is lis'd to flay ; 

He plants his treacherous ambufti there i 
There waits his unfufpe6ling prey : 

There lurking in his clofe retreat . 

As in the horrid cave unfeen. 
The lion crowds his Ihorten'd feat 

And calls each firaggfing mem1x!t iti^ 



Sudden 
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Sudden he darts his gloomy glare^ 

Marks where uncautious virtue lies^ 
Then bounding from his guilty lair. 

Impetuous tears his trembling prize. 

If fury fails, his pious face 

He veils with a religious paint, 
Affefls each mortifying grace 

And wears the rigour of a faint : 



•o*- 



'Till trufting to bis outfide form 
The fimple croud deluded ftands ; 

When round him all his captains fwarm. 
And feize them with relcntlefs hands : 

Yet tufh ! he cries, far hence be fear. 
Why with vain phantoms am I fcar'd ? 

Mercy, for ever prone to fpare. 

Sees not our crimes, or won't regard. 

tip. Lord! in Majefty array'd, 

' Preferve the poor, but fimple mind. 
And what his weaknefe wants of aid. 
In thy proteftion let him find- 

Why fhould they uncontroul'd blafpheme. 
Why are the gates of vengeance barr'd ? 

Why do their fancy taunts proclaim ? 
Thou fee'ft not crimes or won't regard. 

Surely thine eyes behold the wrong, 
Howe'er oppreffion fpreads its fa-een. 

Thy faithful notice goes along. 
And marks the guilt of ev'ry fccnc. 



To 
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To thee fure fuccour in diftrels, ' 

His laft refort the poor appeals. 

And from thy fentencc hopes redrefs, 
Tho* ev*ry other profpeft fails. 

Tear thou the eiJfigns of their pow'r, 

Burft the ftrong holds where malice reigns. 

And blaft in one vindi6live hour 

That might their favage heart profanes- 

Now fhall thy throne Jehovah ftind 
King over all the earth confeft. 

The heathen perifh from the land, ' ' ' 
And Ifrael dwell in peiceful Tcfr. 

Well haft thou heard thy fuppliaritVcry^ 
The pious vow, the heart fincere. 

Whenever for relief they fly. 

Shall find in thee a willing eat: ^ ' 

By this the orphan and the poor* 

Helplels themfelves their rights maintainj^ 

Midft Itwlefs rage they fit fecure. 
And haughty tyrants frown in vain. 
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PSALM XI' 



O. 



"N God my Saviour I rely. 
How fay you then my foul (hou'd f}y 

Like a poor bird diftrell .; 
Panting with heat, half dead with fear. 
That feeks the firft kind hillock near 

To lodge his little breaft ? 

What tho' their bows th' ungodly bend, 
Tho' each fliaft knows its deftin'd end 

To pierce fome faithful heart : 
Tho' wing'd aright their arrows fly. 
There's one who bids them glance awry, 

And turns the beft aim'd dart. 

When right and wrong confufion tears. 
And all that focial life endears 

Has loft its pow'r to bind : 
Aflc me not where's the fecret charm 
That keeps the hopes 6f virtue warm, 

'Tis feated in the mind. 

God from his holy temple eye$ 
Mens various a6lions as they rife. 

And marks them with regard ; 
The midnight fteps which they purfuc> 
Lie ever open to his view 

For ccnfurc or reward. 



At 
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At thofe whom fraud and murder ftain. 
The proud, oppreflive and prophane. 

He darts th* avenging rage : 
Snares, tempefts, ftorms and flames confpire* 
And brimftone fwells the livid fire, 

Whith nothing can affuage. 

But on his throne fublimely rais'd. 
Righteous himfelf, he views well pleas'd 

The paths which Virtue trieads ; 
On them he pours hts grace divine. 
On them he bids his face to fliihe, ' 

And ev'ry bleffing fheds. 



PSALM XII. 
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.ELP, Lord! in this untoward age. 
When Falftiood and Injuftice rage ; 
When Piety has fcarce a name, 
,And Virtue wears the brand of Shame ; 
When Speech forgets its honeft ufci 
Taught to pervert or to traduce. 
And language does but fpread abroad 
The cheats of Flattery and Fraud. 

'Tis thine the treach'rous tongue to tic. 
To dofe the lip3 that breathe a lie. 
And curb the vain blafpheming crowd. 
Who think they're arguing when they're loud^ 
What ? cry they, fhan't our minds be known ? 
And are not e'en our \yord» our own ? 
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Is not thought free ? and where's the wrongj^ 
If equal freedom warms the tongue ? 
Speech, Nature's gift, for all defign'd. 
What pow'r fliall tame, what fetters bind } 

But know that God by mercy fway'd. 
Hath promised to the poor his aid . 
'Tis time— (the voice Almighty fpoke,) 
To break the proud oppreflbr*s yqke ! 
C^uick will I fuccour the diftreft. 
And footh the wounded heart to reft ! 

What God hath promised once is fure. 
His word is permanent and pure; 
Pure as the ilreagis of filver flow, 
Which feven times bade the furnace glow » 
No fpeck the fhining mafs retains. 
No film defiles, no atom ftains. 

Hafte, Lord, and froiri the guilty crew, 
Refcue the virtues they purfue ; 
Oh Ihelter innocence diftreft. 
And footh the wounded heart to reft. 

When Vice puts on th' imperial robe, 
And finners lord it o*er the globe. 
Where fhall abafh'd the righteous ftand. 
Or hope prote6lion from what hand ? 
For who Ihall fhare the finner's fmile, 
^ut thofe who like themfelves are vile i 
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PSALM XIII. 

ij TILL, Lord, fhall thy unpxtying c^r 

Be deaf to my complaint ? 
Still unregarded by thy care. 

For ever muft I faint ? 

Still fliall my fpal in anguifli toft 

Seek vainly for redrefe ? 
Still (hall my foes new triumphs boaftj, 

And laugh at my diftrefs ? 

Oh, thou, my Guardian! yet difplay 

The glqry of thy might; 
Yet blefs me with one chearful ray. 

And give me back to light, 

Too well my foes have made me kno\^r 

Their unrelenting hate. 
And all the haughty feoffs they'd throw 

At my affli6led ftate. 

But glad not thou their wanton rage. 

Nor let their taunts prevail. 
Let them not boaft — ay — ^we engage. 

And Conqueft cannot fail. ' 

On thee my confidence I tie. 
In thee my hopes rejoice. 
Thy bpunty Ihall new ftrength fupply, 
. Aiid tune my grateful voice. 

PSALM 
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CiONSCIOUS he merits, loth to feel the rod^ 
The finncr's heart afiures him there's no God ; 
The cogent reafons which his wilK fupplies, 
Prove 'tis his fear which bids the phantom rife. 
Thus Paffion's flaye by no reftraint controul'd. 
Shame can't recall him, nor Remorfe withhold : 
Ilicorrigibly bad, he plunges in. 
And headlong rufties on the depths of fin. 

God from the Heav'n his temple rais'd on high|» 
Caft round the earth his all-furveying eye. 
Willing to find if yet there might appear^ 
One gen'roas effort of religious fear ; 
If Virtue yet had left one dawning ray, 
Tq give the promife of a brighter day : 
Ip vain— wherever fpreads th' extended ball. 
Quilt's univerfal deluge darkens all. 

Have they no knowledge, can no inftinS fhamc. 
No confcience bind them, and no teiTors tame ; 
With greedy malice they devour th' oppreft, 
Eager as hungry gluttons at a feaft. 
Awlefs, unblufhing they their rage renew, 
Npr think how quickly vengeance will purfue. 

Yet tell thefe wretches, tho' their boafts appear, 
Tpo wife for prejudice, too firm for fear, 
Tho* now they triumph o'er the modeil mind. 
And feoffs and infults load the chains they bind; 

Soon 
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Soon fliall their fpirits fall, their nerves fliall quake, 
Mov'd by a fingle breath their finews fhake ; 
Convuls'd and trembling while the heart fincere 
Leans upon God, and feels his refuge near ; 
For God, the God whom they defy, prefides 
In the pure breaft, and all hi^ couufels guidest 

Oh for the day when Ifrael fhall cfpy, 
Rais'd upon Sion's hill and waving high, - 
Salvation's flag — that banner once difplay'd. 
Soon fhall we conquer in our Captain's aid ; 
Jacob fliall foon his haughty foes command^ 
A^d Peace, the child of Virtue, blefs the l^pd, 
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HO fliall have leave on Sion's hill to reft i 
Whom will thy temple own its fav'rite gueft ? 
Pure are his manners and his confcience clear, 
Honeft his purpofe, and his fpeech tincere ; 
Gen* reus in either fcene, no flatt-ring He 
Pollutes the friendfliip wUch his words imply : 
Nor will he palliate by a cunning tale. 
The juft rcfentaaent which he (hould reveal : 
Ili^ mckleft heart yet fcoms the impious great. 
And lottbs a villain tho' he flunes in ftate ; 
But the poor pea&nt, rich in Virtue's charms, 
Ili$ fmile rcfrefties and his bounty warms; 
Fair truth attends his tongue, no arts evad^ 
The faithful promifc wUch he once has made i 
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His word ftands faci-ed let what will enfue> 
He may be hafty, but he muft be true ; 
His open hand that fooths the wretch's pains. 
No avarice contrails, no rapine ftains ; 
And fteady in the caufe of injured right. 
No bribes allure him, and no threats affright* 

Happy who thus has learn'd his life to guide. 
With ev'ry fecial virtue on his fide ; 
Each gentle ftep the joys of peace attend. 
And ev'ry bleffing a-owns his journey's end. 
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